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Pref ace

Fiction usually does a better job standing on its own, but occasionally a word of explanation
can help a reader receive a work as the author means to give it.

Capitol is not a novel; however, it is also not a short story collection. Wiile all the stories
in Capitol are conpletely self-contained, they are placed in the book in chronol ogical order, to
gradual Iy unfold the biography of a world and a way of [ife that is bornin "A Steep and a
Forgetting" and dies in "The Stars That Blink. " | urge you to read themin order.

Al so, Capitol overlaps in tine and sone characters with Hot Sl eep, which is a novel, and which
is soon to appear, like Capitol, as an Anal og Book. Together, they conprise what is now extant of
The Worthing Chronicle.

* k% %

A SLEEP AND A FORGETTI NG
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There is no renenbrance of former things; neither shall there be any renmenbrance of things that
are to come with those that shall cone after.

-- Ecclesiastes 1:11

There was not hing remarkabl e about a rat failing to run a naze. Wat was renarkabl e was that
five rats ran the maze perfectly-- and five did not.

"My Lord," whispered George R nes.

"Run it again?" asked Vaughn Shirten, the |l ab assistant who tended the rats.

"OF course.”

The five rats who had failed before failed again. The others ran the maze perfectly.
"Vaughn, do you have five rats that have never run a maze at all?"

"Rats of every kind. Smart, stupid, and psychologically virgin." He brought five virgins from
the ratroomand put themin their first naze. There was no significant difference between the
performance of the virgins and the five rats who had failed to run the nmaze before.

"My God," whispered Ceorge Rines. "Wat have we done?"
"Made rive smart rats stupid, |ooks like."

Two days before, all ten rats had run the naze perfectly. They had been divided randomy into
two groups. Five of the rats were then given a drug; a day later they were given another. Those
were the five that had forgotten howto run the maze

"I"'mnot worried about the rats," CGeorge said.

"I am" said Vaughn.

"We've been giving that drug to people.™

Vaughn | ooked at him bl ankly. "People? A stupid drug? Who needs a drug to make peopl e stupid?"
"Sonmec, Vaughn. Sonec."

It was Vaughn's turn to | ook shocked. "I thought they tested that!"

"All the tests but this one, Vaughn."

"But-- haven't they woken up any of the people who've gone on sonmec?"

"Not yet." George smiled wanly. "They all had cancer. They didn't want to be wakened until there
was a cure."

"Somec." Vaughn | aughed. "Sorme miracle drug!"

"It isn't funny," George said.

* k k

"You signed a contract," Dr. Tell insisted. "You can't publish w thout ny consent."
Ceorge shook his head. "I can't publish scholarly papers. So if you won't let ne take it to
fellow scientists, I'Il take it to the press. They'll print the story."

Tell glared; restrained hinself fromshouting; said, "You bastard. You would."

"I't isn't enough just to stop authorizing it. The formula is public know edge-- what's to stop
sonme grad student fromwhipping it up in his lab for a friend? Even the life support isn't hard to
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arrange. "

"You don't seemto understand.” Slowy, carefully. The smile that had | aunched a thousand
research projects made a struggle to appear on his face. It failed. "There is nore at stake than
sonec. "

Ceorge cl osed his eyes.

"There's a thing called independent research. W checked everything. W were so careful, Ceorge.
W even did rat tests. Gave sonec to sone rats, not to others, and then taught them both nazes.
There was no effect. How were we to know that somec inpaired nenory?"

"It doesn't inpair, Dr. Tell. It elimnates."
"You don't know that."

"I"'mpretty dam sure."

"Pretty damm isn't sure enough, George. There's that jackass of a senator who'll stand up and
pi ously denounce federally funded projects that make basket cases out of people who al ready have
problems. He'll do it, you know, and that'll nean funds cut off fromeverything."

"So what will you do, pretend everything's all right? They're not that far from curing sone
types of cancer now, and when they can fix it they'll wake up the sl eepers who have that cancer
and they' Il find that they' re vegetables.™

"I don't know what we're going to do yet!" Dr. Tell shouted.

"We're going to warn the public."

"We're going to keep it quiet until we know what we're going to do."
"And when will that be?"

"l don't know "

CGeorge stood up. "I didn't think so. |I know, Dr. Tell. It'd be nice to tell the press, there was
a disaster, but this is howwe're going to solve it in the future. But we can't do that, can we?
So we're going to warn people, and warn them now, that sonec does exactly what we've clained it
does, with one side effect. It wi pes out menory."

"Danmit, George, we don't know that!"
"We suspect it. That's enough."

"If you do this, George, | can promi se you that you'll never have a research or teaching job in
the United States of Anerica. Or Britain. O anywhere!"

"In five years there' |l be Russian troops all over America and none of us will have teaching
j obs except those of us who know what we're doing in a | aboratory. No nore fund-raising experts,
Dr. Tell. So Il'mreally not worried about your threat."

"And if the Russians don't cone, Cassandra?"
"I will have saved some |ives."

""You're out for headlines, you bastard, if it destroys Anerican science in the process! You
want to be a crusader! You want to--"

The door slammed, and George didn't hear the rest of the speech. In a way, he knew Dr. Tell was
right. George's own first inpulse was to keep his discovery silent. He had westled with the
problemall night, had hardly slept, but he decided at about four a.m that he really had no
choice. Either he could be the crusader who was hated by other scientists, or he could be one of
t he bastards who hushed it up, hated by the rest of the world. The rest of the world was bigger
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And none of the scientists would be left m ndl ess.

He returned to his office to clean out his desk and | oad his books into boxes. The reporters
woul d be neeting himat his home in three hours. There was no point in pretending to stay at the
Institute. His letter of resignation was already on the Director's desk. It was, alnost a
formality, telling Dr. Tell. But he was the man who was supervising the whol e somec project-- he
had to know.

| feel like a nurderer. So nuch hope for somec. But is it nmy fault? No. W were too excited. W
t hought we had tested everything. W deserve to be punished for acting too quickly, too
unt hor oughl y.

Puni shed? Ceorge frowned at the thought. Not a matter of punishnent or guilt or anything. Just
stop the sonec and find a way to get around the problem

When he pulled the Scientific Anericans off the shelf, they scattered in every direction. There
were quite a few of them nost of the recent ones dogeared where he nmeant to read an article
sonetinme soon. It was the only way he had to keep up on fields other than his own.

Perhaps in order to avoid thinking about the announcenent he was going to make to the reporters
in a couple of hours, or perhaps because noving out of the office was so distasteful to him
George picked up the top nagazine and opened it to the first dog-eared page. He skinmed; read two
nmore articles; then opened anot her nagazi ne. Braintaping was the title of the first article he
turned to; "Instantaneous teaching by establishing currents in the brain? It may be within reach.”
It intrigued George enough to lead himinto the nmagazi ne. And what he found there neant that he
woul dn't pack up after all.

It took half an hour to finish the entire article. It took another ten mnutes to get in
t el ephone contact with Doran Waite, the man whose nane led off the article. And it took three
m nutes to verify the hope that the article gave.

"Yes, Dr. Rines, that's right. W can't do it with conplicated mammals |ike primates, but with
rats we can take the entire learning of one rat and put it into the head of another. For quite a
while, they're okay."

"And after a while?"
"They're not okay. They go crazy."
"Dr. Waite, can you conme out here? Or better still, can | go out there?"

It took another fifteen minutes to get reservations, and then George left his office wthout
calling honme. The reporters could wait until tonmorrow. Then he'd have the hopeful note Dr. Tel
want ed, the one that could forestall drastic governnment action, the one that m ght save
t he, hundreds of people whose nenories were already irrevocably |ost.

When it becane clear to the reporters who showed up at his house that George R nes was not there
and woul d not be there, they called his office and were told that he had resigned and |l eft. Mbst
gave up then; a few did not; one actually went to the Institute and tal ked to everyone. No one
woul d tal k. Except for the ratman, the |ab assistant who cared for the behavioral testing aninals.
Vaughn Shirten.

The headline was large-- the editor was willing to go with the story when he saw the copy of the
press release that the reporter had found on George's desk-- the one he didn't nean to release. It
was quoted fromextensively, along with a few juicier quotes from Vaughn. "It seems highly likely
that at |east sonme of those who have taken sonec have been partially or conpletely deprived of
their nenory," said George's release. "That neans that a hell of a lot of folks won't even know
haw to speak or go to the bathroom" Vaughn added hel pfully. "It neans that they won't have
anything left but their instincts. And human bei ngs don't have as nmuch instinct as a planaria.”

It was three a.m in Berkeley when the notel operator finally agreed to call room 215.

"Yes?" George asked sl eepily.

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol.txt (4 of 132) [1/14/03 9:52:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol .txt

"I"'mterribly sorry, M. Rines. But they insisted that it's an energency. | told themthey just
couldn't because we weren't sure that the G Rines... but there's a governnent man on the phone,
and a U S. Senator called, and your wife."

"You' re kidding," Ceorge said. "Let ne talk to ny wife."
"It is you then? I'mso relieved."

"Yeah, you're fine, let me talk to ny--"

"George!" Aggie's voice was angui shed. "Ch, CGeorge, how could you have just gone off |ike this--

"I"'msorry. | didn't think 1'd end up stayi ng over ni ght.
"You m ght have called!"

"It was after mdnight here when | got to the notel. It would have been two a.m there. | didn't
want to wake you up."

"Did you think I could sleep?"

"I"'msorry. Now you know where | am-" he yawned-- "can we go back to sl eep?"

"CGeorge!" she shouted. "Don't fall asleep! You can't tell ne you didn't know there'd be phone
calls!"

" About what ?"
"Your interview in the paper."
"I didn't do an interview-"

"That's what | told the Senator, but he kept demanding until the reporter found that article and
the phone nunbers on your desk and called Dr. Waite and--"

"You called Dr. Waite?"

"And he said you had been there all day and George, Dr. Tell called and so did Ron Hubbard and
they said you're fired, even though you resigned, and George, there've been phone calls al
eveni ng--"

"What senator ?"

"Maxwel ! The anti-science one that everybody hates so bad. He thinks you're a hero."
"He woul d, the bastard.”

"George, what can | do?"

"Tell themall to wait until | cone hone. Tve got some things to talk about with Waite."
"CGeorge, don't you have any sense of responsibility?"

"l have a sense of being very tired. Tell the reporters that we've already got a solution to a
|l ot of the problem Tell the Institute they want to see ne tonorrow afternoon whether they hate ne
or not. And tell the senator to go shove a bill up his--"

"Ceorge, do you have to be profane?”
"Coarse and vul gar, Aggie, but never profane. It's four a.m |'Il see you tonorrow. "

"What if |I'mnot hone when you get there, you rotten--"
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He hung up. He had a habit of shutting people out when they were getting abusive. It saved him
froma |l ot of unnecessary anguish. Particularly since they were often correct.

* k% %

In two weeks he was no |longer a pariah, no | onger unenployed. Congress had approved the creation
of a research office to solve the sonmec problem And George Rines was in charge of it., "Your type
of science we need nore of," the senator told George. "Courageous. Thinking the new angles."

Raki ng up the nuck, George silently filled in. But he accepted the job and went ahead. It neant
a nove to California, because Waite and all the equi pnent were at Berkel ey. Aggie and the girls
rai sed hell about it.

"Di ane has only anot her year in high school!" Aggie conplai ned.

"Then stay here," George finally exploded. "lIt's not as if | needed you out there! | can get
twi ce as nuch done if | don't have to nove the whole famly."

He regretted saying it. He apologized. It made no difference. Aggie and Di ane and Anita stayed
behi nd, and he had beeen in Berkeley only a week when the notice of their |egal separation reached
him He tried to call. He even flew back. But they had noved, too, and |l eft no address except the
post office box where he'd better send noney every nmonth or find hinmself in court for abandonnent,
as the lawer so carefully put it.

For the entire flight back George was distraught. H's world was falling apart. He and Aggi e had
meant everything to each other for years.

Then he got to Berkel ey and never thought about his fam |y except when he got to the notel, and
later to the apartment, and realized that there was no one there. Damm them anyway, he thought.
Who needs baggage? |' m acconplishing things of lasting value. |I'mtaking a dangerous drug and
meking it fulfil its potential for good. And if that doesn't nmatter as nuch as the stinking |ast
year in a stupid high school..

* k *

The governnment noney poured in and the research quickly took over an entire building in the new
research conpl ex. One departnment carefully verified the extent of sonec danage: when chinps, too,
reverted to the behavior of newborn infants despite trenmendous anmounts of previously |earned
behavi or. The nmenory | oss was total

Anot her departnent continuously played with the braintaping techni ques and equi prent. One branch
of research tried to separate certain kinds of know edge and menory fromothers-- it met repeated
failures and no success at all. Another branch sinplified the method of taping brain patterns and
i nposi ng them on another subject. It got to the point where even conpl ex chi npanzee behavi or coul d
be taught in three mnutes with a taper. The trouble was, the chi npanzees were hopel essly insane
within fifteen minutes.

It was the third departnment that CGeorge supervised personally. There somec was mxed with
brai nt api ng technol ogy. And there they found the first hopes of success.

The sonec story had been front-page news. Now, however, the story was buried; each new success
seened to be tined perfectly to coincide with world events that filled the airwaves and the
newspapers.

For exanple, when George first verified that if a trained rat was braintaped before being
drugged with sonec, and then the tape was reinpinged on the sane, rat's brain after it woke up
the rat immediately regained all its forner training, with no neasurable inpairnment at all. And
for six weeks afterward there was no sign of insanity. The results were encouragi ng enough to cal
a news conference. The reporters cane.

But the sane day, the president announced that aerial photographs proved that while the nissiles
had been taken out of Quebec, | arge concentrations of Russian troops were unloading fromthe
traw ers that were naking ridiculously heavy traffic between Leningrad and Montreal. There was
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only one reason for Russian troops to be in Quebec. "Defense," said the Quebecois PM during the
first interview, before he knew the Russians were going to try to deny it. "Attack," said the U S.
President, and put the troops on alert. "Just try it," said the Russian General Secretary.

The U. S. President didn't, and the sonec story was never noticed.

When CGeorge found that trained chinps could be taped and their tapes played into other chinps'
brains without ill effect provided the receivers had been drugged with sonmec first, the story was
worthy of note, certainly. The reporters thought so, even though the chinps had only been out for
a week-- since insanity had always occurred in such a case within an hour, it seened that the
sonmec had sol ved the problem And the Congressional oversight comrittee authorized George to begin
working to try to save the humans who had been put under somec.

However, that news never reached the American public because that week Russian, Polish
Hungari an, and East German troops |urched across the heavily defended border of Wst Gernmany and
the not particularly heavily defended border of Austria. "Stop," the Anerican President said,
"Make us," the General Secretary said. "Use your mssiles," cried the Chancellor of Wst Gernany.
"W can't be the first to use nucl ear weapons," answered the angui shed American President. "De
Gaull e told you so," the French newspapers, now suddenly Gaullist, cried in print. But no one in
Germany read them - the Russian troops were pouring into Italy, Switzerland, the Netherlands,
Denmark by now. And though Anerican troops were dying, the president could not push the button or
give the order or even find anyone willing to do it for him "Anmerican prom ses are a fart in the
wind," said the ranking Tory MP, and the Labor PMdidn't even deplore the crudity.

CGeorge Rines taped the brains of the next of kin of the five healthiest sleepers. They woke up
believing they were the other person, but George's staff and the relatives carefully hel ped the
former sleeper realize his true identity and step into that role. Four days after the five humans
wer e awakened, the chinps that had been given another chinp's nenories all went crazy. At once. As
if on cue.

And only a week, later, the sleepers joined them

Di al ogue with Thomas N. Cortia, the last of the five to remain sane:
Good norning, Tom

"Mor ni ng, Ceorge."

No use hiding this fromyou

"Ms. Feean went off the deep end.”

You're the nmiracle man now, Tom How do you do it?

"Maybe |'mjust stubborn and naybe I'mtoo old to go crazy and maybe |'m al ready hal fway crazy
and we don't know it yet."

There's not nuch hope.
"Can't say | nmind."
What's it feel Iike, Ton?

"Doesn't feel too nornmal. For one thing, it sounds strange even now to have you calling me Tom
Al my menories right now have everybody calling ne Bill. My brother, right? Don't feel |ike ny
brother. It feels like nme."

Real | y?

"No. "

Not really?

"I nean it don't feel like ne. | nean those nenories-- they just aren't right at all. Not at
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all. I know Bill pretty well right now, and | know he'd hate it if he knew how conpl ete ny
know edge of his past really is. | never knew he screwed ny cousin Sally. At a famly reunion
right in the bathroom That nenory's just been eating at ne, George. Cause | wouldn't have done
that. There's notime inny life |l would ve rutted on a wonan like that. That's not ny style."

What is your style, Tonf

"I don't know, dammit. Al my nmenories is telling me that is ny style, but it's wong. Dead
wong. | don't know why."

What about yourself? Tom not the Bill nenories.
"Al'l 1 know about ne is the way Bill remenbers nme. George, it's inpossible to see nmyself as a
stinkin' little tagalong who's worth | ess than horse nanure. | wasn't like that. But Bill knows mne

better than any other |iving human being knows me, right? It isn't nme, though. Lord, it isn't ne.
And | wouldn't've said what Bill said."

When?
"Ever! Ceorge, you don't know what it's like. As far as | know, I'mBill. But every damm nenory
I have is wong. Wong, wong, wong. | wouldn't act that way. | wouldn't do those things. |

woul dn't've married that tight little bitch he picked up in New York. | wouldn't've raised ny kids
so pussyfoot easy, they all turned into bastards. My life's turned out all wong, Ceorge, and

can't handle that. |'ve done everything wong in nmy life, at least that's how | renmenber it, and
you can tell nme it isn't true and tell ne I'"'mreally Tomand not Bill but that doesn't change what
I remenber and what | renmenber doesn't change the fact that Bill just doesn't act the way |'d act
and. . .

Cal m down, now, Tom Don't let it get to you

"It was easier the first few days. Hell, George, | was |like a man trying out a brand new body.
My fingers didn't act right. My |legs kept wal king shorter than they oughta. | had plenty to occupy
my mind. Especially the cancer. My brother's nmenories don't include hinmself having any cancer, you
know. "

They can cure it.

"They can't cure ny head. George, | promise you I'll hang on as long as | can, but I'Il go
bonkers soon enough. "

Don't do it on my account.
"No. No sir, wouldn't put nyself out none for you."

Tom when you go crazy, if you do, we'll just put you under sonec again. And we'll try to bring
you out of it when we know how to do it better

"Forget it, George. If it neans sonebody else's head in mne, forget it. It's hell, George. \Wen
| die, they're sending me to hell, and it'll be just like this."

See you tonmorrow, Tom

"Fat chance, George. But you're a nice young bastard, even if you are screwi ng up people's
heads. Have a good day."

You too, Tom

* k% %

They tried it again. They started with the assunption that it was too confusing to use a near
relative as the source of nenories. It was too difficult when the patient knew he had once been
soneone else. So they took five nore; again, those with the | east advanced cancer. They gave them
the braintapes of people their age and their sex, but told the patients nothing of the experinent.
Instead, the patients were told that they had had amesia and a serious illness, but they were
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getting better.
It made no difference.

Di al ogue with Marian WIlliamson, the last of the five to remain sane. She believed her name was
Lydi a Har per:

Lydia, how did you sl eep?

"It was hideous."

Hi deous? Wy?

"I kept dreaming."

About what ?

"You told ne you weren't a shrink."
| lied. Haven't you ever |ied?
"Yes, Dr. Rines, | have."

Are you good at it?

"Very, very good." [Patient weeps.]
What's wong, Lydia?

"Doctor, | don't know, | don't know, | keep dreaning terrible dreanms, | keep seeing nyself doing
hi deous things, what's wong with nme?"

| don't know. You were sick

"Not that sick. Oh, | have an occasional pain in nmy stomach, but nothing too serious, |'mnot a
hypochondriac, | refuse to conplain, but doctor, | can't bear living with nyself."

Conme now. You've lived with yourself all your life.

"I don't know how | did it. Dr. Rines, is it possible for a person to keep doing things all her
life and then suddenly w sh she had never done thenf? Suddenly wonder how in the world she had ever
done t hen®"

Li ke what ?

"I"'mnot Catholic. | don't |like confessing."
Is it that terrible?

"Sonetines."

Tell me the other tines.

"It'1l sound so silly."

| promise not to laugh unless you | augh first.

"I'"ll hold you to that, doctor. Because | won't |laugh. And I won't tell you sonmething silly.
Il tell you the worst thing of all."

Only if you want to.

"I have to. Ch, God, help ne. I'mnot an old wonan, doctor. I'monly thirty-eight. | haven't
seen a nmirror since | woke up after ny ammesia, but even if I'mugly now, doctor, | was once quite
a pretty young woman. Doctor, |-- even this nmight sound silly, but it's true-- | haven't been
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particularly inhibited, sexually, during ny life."

It doesn't seemto be expected these days.

"And | don't regret that. But in college, | was strapped for noney. Maybe you don't renenber the
recessi on of the seventies, doctor, but nmy parents couldn't keep ne in school any |longer and I was
determ ned to get an education. So | started-- | started charging for it."

For sex?

"I was a whore. |'d make appointnents through a couple of nmen I had had as lovers. | charged
twenty dollars. | was cheap. But | stayed in college."

You aren't the first woman to have done that.

"I knowit. That isn't it, it isn't that | disapprove, though | do. | mean, | disapprove now,
but until | woke up just now | never did. Wiat matters is that | can't believe | ever did it."

Yet you renenber that you did.
"But | wouldn't do that!"
But you did it. You re just denying the truth.

"I know, | know it, but doctor, in the nane of God | swear | would never, never, never do that.
It is inmpossible. | can't live with nyself having done that!" [Patient weeps uncontrollably.]

It's just one thing, Lydia.

"It's not. It's the way | wore ny makeup, deliberately to be seductive. | can see nyself sitting
there at the mirror, relishing the effect. The nenory nmakes ne sick. And the way | always let ny
father run ny life. For years | did whatever he said to do. | was so sorry when he died. Now |'m
glad he's dead. And that's terrible, because |I remenbered that | [oved him Wy should |I forget
how much | | oved hin?"

I don't know.

"Because he was a selfish, controlling bastard, that's why. Ch, | can't believe | said that.
don't use language like that, doctor. | sleep with nen for noney, but | don't use |anguage |ike
that. I'mgoing crazy, doctor. I'mlosing ny mind. Nothing in ny life seens to fit together
anynore. | keep wanting to kill myself."

I hope you won't.

"Do you think these pains in ny stomach could be cancer?”

We can have that checked.

"If I have cancer, doctor, I'Il kill nyself. That would be the last straw "
W' Il have you checked. But don't tal k about killing yourself.

"I"'msorry. |I've never talked that way before. | don't know why |I'mtalking |ike that now
Thanks for listening to me, Dr. Rines. Am| really insane?"

You sound quite healthy to ne.

"Real ly? You wouldn't Iie?"

I would lie, if | thought it would do any good. But right now |I'mnot I|ying.
"Thank you. Thank you very nuch."

"Il see you tonorrow.
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When CGeorge saw her the next day, she was catatonic and would not speak

Ceorge exani ned the dossier that had been vaulted away al ong with her body when she first went
on sonec. The dossier on Marian WIIlianmson, not on Lydia Harper. The woman was a ruthl ess
busi nesswonman, had rui ned dozens of other nmen and wonen in her race to the top of the business
worl d. She couldn't cope with failure-- she stated that in her own autobi ography. She refused to
be thwarted, even by cancer. That was why she had taken somec.

The aut obi ography al so nentioned a psychot herapi st in Boston, and CGeorge used governnent funds
to bring himout to Berkeley.

"Dr. Manwaring, you don't know how nuch | appreciate your coning."
"When you expl ai ned the situation, how could |I refuse?"

"I'"'mgoing to ask you to violate your ethics, doctor. You know the situation Marian WIIianson
isin. It wuld help us a lot to understand what happened to her if you could tell us what she
was. |ike before the sonec.”

"I't's unethical, all right, but | knew that's what you'd want to know, and that's why | cane
out. I'mprepared to help. I'msure she'd approve of ny violating her confidence if it night help
to save her life. She's in favor of survival. O rather, of survival on the best possible terms."

CGeorge Rines showed himtranscripts of the dialogues with Marian WIIlianson, who now believed
herself to be Lydi a Harper.

"This is odd," Dr. Manwari ng pointed out.

"l know," Ceorge said. "How odd?"

"Well, | should tell you that | don't believe in a soul. | don't even believe in a mnd, apart
frombrain activity. But | don't know how to explain this without resorting to sonething Iike
that."

"You haven't told ne what you're trying to explain."

"Marian WIlianmson was a very religious woman. Not in any fornmal way, of course. Not with any
organi zation. But she believed profoundly in God. And believed that he was taking a direct role in
her |ife. Wenever she overcane a rival for a position in her business, she ascribed the victory
to God. Actually, of course, she had undercut the poor devil and eaten the ground out from under
him O her. She had no favoritismfor either sex. She'd shaft anybody. But, you see, in this
dialogue it could be Marian. 'Ch, God, help nme,' she says. | think she says that in three of the
di al ogues, doesn't she?"

"Yes.

"And sonething else. This sex thing. Marian had an active sex |life. She was no prude. Never
married, never had children, but certainly knew plenty of nmen and tasted the fruits of the garden
of Eden, so to speak. But this passage in the |ast dial ogue, where she tal ks about selling
herself. That was very inportant to her. She'd neyer sleep with anybody who ever worked in her
field. She never involved her business in her love life. She was very enphatic about that-- sex
was for love, not for noney. You see? This could have been her. Not the speech patterns,
necessarily, |I'mnot an expert on that. But fromwhat you told me of somec, there shouldn't be any
survival of menory, should there?"

"Only learned nenory is erased. Instinct renmains.”

"I'"m a behaviorist of sorts, Dr. Rines, and | just find it inpossible to ascribe this to
instinct. Bedwetting and fingersucking | can accept. Even honpsexuality m ght be carried on the
genes. But the environnment has to have sone influence."

"I don't know that much about the different schools of thought."

"I suppose it isn't all that significant. I"'mjust telling you where | cone from because that
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makes ny conclusion fromall this surprise even me."
" Concl usi on?"

"Hypot hesis. Renarkable things are carried on the genes. Things we never supposed. A proclivity
for surmounting all obstacles. A tendency to divorce sex from busi ness. How can that be genetic?

Al'l 1 can guess is that something in the DNA, or a relationship between various proteins, is
conpatible with certain responses to the environnent and inconpatible with others. It's in the
genes. In which case, what the hell is a psychot herapi st good for?"

CGeorge shrugged. "1've always wondered that."

For a nonent Dr. Manwaring | ooked annoyed. Theo he | aughed. "So have |I. W don't help very nany

peopl e, and we never help the people who need help the npost. You aren't a psychotherapist, are
you? Yet | woul d have been pl eased, despite all ny years of training, if one of ny dialogues with
Marian WIIlianson had gone so snoothly."

"Thank you. You've been a trenendous hel p."

"Let me read the paper you wite."

"I will. You don't mind ny using a tape of this conversation?"
"Not at all. Wat are you going to call it?"

"Call what?"

"This effect. How about, 'The Soul Syndrone.
"Scientists who tal k seriously about the soul get |aughed out of synposiuns, Dr. Manwaring."

"Then at least do nme a favor and title the article 'The Discovery of the Soul.' Because | think
that's what you found here. It may not live on after death, but it sure as hell is an inner force
that controls the outer actions. The genui ne unconscious. Freud woul d be proud of you. Even though
Freud was an idiot."

They | aughed. They had di nner together. And the next day, after George took Dr. Manwaring to the
airport, he sat watching the planes take off. It surprised him vaguely, that the planes were
still following their normal domestic schedul es. France had surrendered the day before-- mllions
of American soldiers were coining home under ternms of the surrender treaty. Britain was becomng a
client state of Russia. A war had been fought and lost in thirty weeks, and during all that tine
Anerica hadn't stopped, hadn't gone on rationing, hadn't even buckled her belt a little tighter
The airlines still flew And George Rines had an uninterrupted budget for researching into the
human soul, of all things.

No wonder we | ost, George thought. W don't even know when we're at war.

He went back to the | aboratory and made a deci sion. The next experiment would have an entirely
di fferent purpose. The sl eepers were beyond saving. But sonec wasn't. Sonec m ght be useful

In the norning he had his own brain taped. And then, while the assistants were busy specul ating
on why the boss had done that, he went into another |aboratory, put the normal dosage of somnec
into a syringe, and in front of a horrified graduate student he injected hinself with the drug.

It coursed through himquickly and painfully and it surprised him "Dr. Rines," the graduate
student shouted. "That was sonmec."

"I know," he answered inpatiently, "and it hurts like hell. The braintapers have a tape of ny
own brain. Leave nme for a couple of days, revive nme, and play nyself back into ne."

"Way did you do this to yoursel f?"

"It's against the law to use human beings as guinea pigs. | promsed nyself | wouldn't sue."” And
then the somec turned hot in his veins and his nmenories fled out of his m nd and he was asl eep
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* % %

He awoke disoriented. He renmenbered sitting down to be taped, renenbered the helnet on his head
with the needles that carried the currents. And now, abruptly, he was lying on a bed in the
patient section of the |ab, surrounded by his assistants.

"Good norning," he said.
"You're an idiot," said Doran Waite. "Scientists don't try their own nagi c potions anynore."
"l couldn't legally ask anyone else to do this, and we had to know. "

"So we'll know. And if we were wong about the rats and even your own brain patterns don't fit
i nsi de your head anynore, what will you do then?"

"Be out of circulation before the Russians cone." Ceorge | aughed. No one el se did.

While waiting to see how George turned out, they kept working. They tried a control group, to
see if any residual nenories did, in fact, remain after the sonec. They revived another five
patients but did not play any braintapes into their heads. They renained like infants, utterly out
of control of their bodies. After two weeks of no nore progress than an infant of the same age,
they were put back on sonec.

And Ceorge had no ill effects at all. "No disorientation," he told the assistants who
interviewed him "No feeling that ny menories are wong at all. | feel fine."

When he had said that for five weeks, he started work on witing the final report. It took nore
than a nonth, with all the papers to be sorted through and interpreted, but the concl usion was
basically this: There was nothing to be done to help the current sleepers, but by pretaping a
person's menories and then putting himon somec, with the tape to be replayed after he awakened, a
person could be kept alive for an indefinite period of tine with no damage what soever. It neant
that now peopl e who were dying of cancer could be safely put to sleep and revived when the cure
was available. It nmeant that now a crew could be put on a spaceship and sleep their way to the
stars and awaken at the other end, probably with no ill effects-- though, of course, there hadn't
been tine to test the effects of somec over several centuries. But it meant there was a chance.

It meant that imuortality of a sort was within reach

And, report in hand-- or rather, in briefcase-- Ceorge Rines flew back to Washi ngton and went
straight to Senator Maxwell's office. The senator was in a neeting. George waited. And when the
senator returned, Ceorge didn't give himtinme to say hello.

After a few mnutes of George explaining all the inplications of sonec conbined with
brai nt api ng, the senator wearily shook his head.

"Starships, George? Immortality? Wo really gives a dam anynore?"

The despair was so thick in the roomthat George caught hinself holding his breath, as if not to
breathe it in. A nonent ago he had been excited, had been sure he coul d conmuni cate that
excitenment to Senator Maxwel |l .

I nstead the senator handed hima short press release. "Go ahead and read it. The President's
reading it to the press right now "

It said:

"Today Russian troops entered New York State and Maine from Quebec. The National Guard is trying
to cope with the energency as U.S. Arny units converge on the area. We believe that the aggression
will be dealt with shortly, but in, the neantime we are proceeding with an orderly evacuapon of
New York City, Buffalo, Rochester, and other major cities that seemto be primary targets for the
enemny.

"Thr oughout our adm nistration we have struggled to maintain at |east a senbl ance of detente. W
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have struggled for peace. Let the court of world opinion decide whether we have done badly. But
the tine for peace and restraint has ended. W will fight as necessary to preserve our great
nati on.

"Because | know it will be asked, | answer the question, 'WIIl we use nucl ear weapons?' The
answer is an unequivocal no. | wish | could say the reason was altruistic. But blood will be shed
anyway. The reason we will not | aunch our missiles is because today our aerial photographs showed
that the Russians did not renpve their mssiles from Quebec or Cuba after all. Today they renoved
the canoufl age so we woul d know how futile an attenpt to |launch nissiles would be. Because the
nmoment we begin preparations for |aunch; the enenmy will have destroyed us. It is that sinple. So
we will fight on the ground and in the air and on the sea with conventional weapons, and, God
willing, we shall prevail. Pray for our soldiers. And pray for their comuanders.”

Ceorge set the paper back on the senator's desk, slowy.
"We used to joke about the day the Russians invaded."

The senator buried his face in his hands. "The press rel ease doesn't even begin to tell the
story; George. The Russians aren't neeting any resistance."

"The National Guard--"

"The National CGuard is breaking and running at every confrontation. The National Guard is taking
its weapons and goi ng hone, presumably to protect their famlies. And we all saw what our Arnmy can
do in Europe. It can run. But it can't fight."

Ceorge felt sick. "But | thought--"

"No one thought. Nobody gives a damm. For the last five years we've been in the worst situation
the world could possibly be in, and no one stopped nmaki ng nmoney | ong enough to notice." The

senator picked up the first few folders of George's report. "Starships. | wish I had one now. |
would fly far, far away. I'lIl make a bet with you, George. 1'll bet you that the eneny's in
Washi ngton within two weeks. And |'Il bet you that the U S. surrenders within a month. And |']

bet you that during all that tinme, we outnunbered them and outgunned themthree or four to one."
"I hope you're wong."

"I"mbeing optimstic, George. Now get the hell out of my office and take your starships with
you. "

Ceorge had to call his secretary at Berkel ey, which was hard, since the phone lines were
crowded, but he got the nunber of Aggie's |lawer. He caught himin his office just as he was
| eavi ng.

"After a year, now, you suddenly decide to call," the | awer said.
"Things are worse than anyone thinks," George insisted. "G ve ne Aggi es phone nunber."

"She's forbidden me to give you any information as to her whereabouts, M. R nes, and | don't
have tinme to argue with you. | have a case in court in half an hour and | have to | eave
i mredi ately. "

"A case in court! You idiot, | can't believe you' re going to a case in court! You're in New
Jersey! The Russians aren't two hundred miles away! And you have a case in court!”

"Don't be an alarmst."

"Listen, listen to nme. | just talked to Senator Maxwel|l. He estimates we only have a few days.
Days, he said. | have passes and cl earances that can let nme use high priority aircraft to get
Aggie and the girls to California, where it's safer. Do you understand that? | can save their
lives or at least let themlive w thout being inconveni enced and heaven knows they |ove not to be
i nconveni enced, particularly by bullets, so give ne their tel ephone nunmber and their address and
don't give ne any nore argunent."”
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The lawyer, still reluctantly, gave CGeorge the tel ephone nunber and the address. It was a
Vi rginia tel ephone nunber, and the address was in Sterling Park. Half an hour if the roads were
cl ear.

And, to his surprise, the roads were nearly clear. It was as if there were no war at all
Busi ness as usual . Delivery trucks, the normal number of cars. No exodus into the countryside. No
panic. Not even a sense of grimdeterm nation to fight. The only gri mess was fromthe habitua
speeders who resented the presence of drivers going the normal rate of speed. George was one of
those who sped. He turned on the radio-- sure enough, the news was blaring out every fifteen
m nutes. But in between they were still playing nmusic. The top forty on sone stations; easy
listening on others; a talk statio was interviewing a man who swam the Chesapeake Bay once a week.
"Someday soon | plan to swmit the long way. The only real danger is fromthe pollution. One
swal | ow of the water is |ike snmoking a pack a day for ten years." Laughter fromthe studio

audi ence.
Am | living in the same world with these people? George couldn't believe the indifference. If
all the world is crazy, | nust be the one who's insane.

But he got to Sterling Park, and found his wife and daughters packing a four-wheel-drive
vehi cl e.

"Aggie," he said, and when Agle turned around George was relieved to see that she was happy to
see him that her arns reached out instinctively for him and he enbraced her and told her he
could get themto California i mediately, it's a good thing they were packing, and hurry.

"We are hurrying," Aggie said. "But George, you don't understand. We've been ready for this for
a year now. W knew this was going to happen. W know where we're going to go. And it isn't
California."

"But California s safer.”

"W place is safer, CGeorge, except away fromthe cities. W didn't know you'd be here, George,
but we have enough to spare. W even have an extra sl eeping bag. Cone with us, George."

She nmeant it. She wanted him And he renmenbered the |onely nights com ng home to his apartnent.
He al nost said yes. But then he remenbered his work at Berkel ey.

"I can't," he said. "I have work to do. Wiy do you think | have the priority passes?"
"Wor k?" she said, and her face turned, bitter. "Playing with rats?"
"Aggie, |I've found the way that we can travel to the stars!”

"And we've found the way we can travel to the hills. Wiich do you think is nore practical ?"

She turned her back on himand went back to |loading the jeep. He watched for another fifteen
m nutes or so, trying to think of sonmething to say. Finally he said good-bye.

" Good- bye, Daddy," Diane said.

"I"'mafraid for you," he said.

Aggic turned to himand acidly retorted, "Afraid? You'll never notice the war, Ceorge."

"I notice it."

"You know it's going on. But it won't change anything, will it? You ve got work to do. Save the

world. Go to the stars. Clean up rat shit. Nothing, but nothing, can interfere with that."

The words stung. She had said them before, during their many quarrels before the separation, but
they stung now, because he saw that he was no different fromAggie's |lawer-- both trying to
conduct business as usual, both shutting out the storms that woul d soon sweep the worl d away.

Al nost. Al nost he said, "I'lIl go with you." But he could not. It was inpossible.
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"I't's inpossible,"” he said. "I amwhat | am | can't change."”

Aggie smled a little then., "How fatal for you. | amalso what | am | wish it weren't true.
wish | could cultivate your oblivion to reality. "

"I wish |l could think nmy work was as trivial as you do."

"If wishes were fishes."

"We'd never starve." And they | aughed in nmenory of a joke they had shared years ago when they
still shared jokes. And then George got back in his car and, because he had priority passes, he
was able to get on one of the few airplanes that wasn't shuttling troops to the front, and he was
i n Berkel ey when the news came about the surrender.

The troops had begun fighting, but they kept coming to cities in their slowretreat. And in
every city they cane to, nost of the citizens had refused to evacuate. "Declare us an open city,"
the mayors woul d say. "There are too many people to evacuate, and a battle would kill thousands.
MIlions. Declare us an open city." And so the mlitary declared it an open city and noved on

In less than a week they were at the outskirts of Washington, D.C., and when the genera
commandi ng the division that had just left Baltinore realized that even now Congress coul dn't make
up its mnd, he surrendered and went home. And by that night, the war was over, except for a few
futile pockets of resistance in the South and the Wst and the M dwest.

The first Russian troops to arrive in Berkeley only three days |later found George Ri nes standing
guard over his files with a few |ike-m nded graduate assistants, as others, |led by Doran Wiite,
tried to break in to burn the papers. "You can't let the Russians have this!"

"I can't let this knowl edge be destroyed!" George yelled back. And then the subnmachi ne guns were
poi nted at them and the fight was over and the files were safe for posterity and it was only then
that CGeorge realized that what he was fighting for was not know edge, but his command of it, and
the Russian scientists cane only a week | ater and George was out of a job. They occasionally
visited himto ask questions, but other than that, he was not allowed into the building.
"Security," the Russians told him "You might try to destroy sonething."

Eventual | y, however, they let himback in, offering hima position as a |lab assistant. He took
it.

And he watched in frustration as they kept making m stakes, kept violating sinple rules of
procedure, and he realized serious research was dead here. Enough had been done that sonec and
brai ntapi ng could be done on a fairly large scale. It didn't occur to the Russians-- or they were
forbidden to let it occur to them- that there was a great deal nore theoretical work to be done
on the question of man's soul

"Am | correct," the Russian supervisor asked himone day, "in believing that your final report
decl ares that these sleepers can never be revived?"

"Not as thenselves. Not as sane human beings. They'd have to be cared for as infants.”
"And they all have cancer?"
"Or sonething else.”

That evening, at closing tinme, Goerge heard a Russian casually mention the fact that the bodies
of the sleepers had all been sent to the nortuary for crenation

"What ?" George asked. He had heard correctly, they told him "But they' re people!" he insisted,
shouting at the supervisor, whom he accosted in the | obby of the research buil ding.

"Hopel essly ill people who can never be productively awakened. By any nman's definition they're
dead. "

"Not by mine!l" George insisted.
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The Russian | aughed. "Angry, aren't you? If you Americans had shown half so much spirit on the
battlefield, we night not be here today." And he left.

Ceorge went to the files and reread the dial ogues. Now he saw easily the real person behind the
facade of phony nmenories. Now he |loved themall, and nourned for their deaths. Now he understood
why Aggie had left him because in the long run all his work could be so easily undone, and at the
last only the people remain, the only achi evenents that matter are the people he knew, and he
realized he knew the dead sl eepers better than he knew his wi fe, his daughters, or hinself.

It was not in his nature to kill hinself.

So he went to the braintaping roomand erased his braintape. Then he went to the somec |ab and
injected the sonmec into his veins. They would crenmate him when they realized they had no hope of
reviving him But he would be asleep, and wouldn't noti ce.

And in the neantine, his nenories were gone, because he knew who he really was, and he couldn't,
after all, live with hinself. Wo you are may be fixed by the genes, he said to hinself as the
sonmec swept through him But it doesn't nean you have to like it.

A THOUSAND DEATHS
Am | therefore becone your eneny, because | tell you the truth?

-- Gl atians 4:16

"You wi |l make no speeches," said the prosecutor

"I didn't expect they'd let ne," Jerry Crove answered, affecting a confidence he didn't feel
The prosecutor was not hostile; he seenmed nore |like a high school drama coach than a man who was
seeking Jerry's death.

"They not only won't |et you, the prosecutor said, "but if you try anything, it will go nuch
worse for you. We have you cold, you know. W don't need anywhere near as much proof as we have."

"You haven't proved anything."

"We've proved you knew about it," the prosecutor insisted mldly. "No point arguing now Know ng
about treason and not reporting it is exactly equal to conmtting treason.”

Jerry shrugged and | ooked away.

The cell was bare concrete. The door was solid steel. The bed was a hammock hung from hooks on
the wall. The toilet was a can with a renmovabl e plastic seat. There was no concei vable way to
escape. | ndeed, there was nothing that could conceivably occupy an intelligent person's mnd for
nmore than five mnutes. In the three weeks he had been here, he had nenorized every crack in the
concrete, every bolt in the door. He had nothing to | ook at, except the prosecutor. Jerry
reluctantly nmet the man's gaze.

"What do you say when the judge asks you how you plead to the charges?”
"Nol o contendere. ™

"Very good. It would be nmuch nicer if you'd consent to say 'guilty'," the prosecutor said.
"l don't like the word."

"Just renmenber. Three caneras will be pointing at you. The trial will be broadcast live. To
Anerica, you represent all Americans. You must conport yourself with dignity, quietly accepting
the fact that your complicity in the Assassination of Peter Anderson--"
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" Andr eyevi tch--"

"Ander son has brought you to the point of death, where all depends on the nmercy of the court.
And now "Il go have lunch. Tonight we'll see each other again. And renmenber. No speeches. Nothing
enbarrassing. "

Jerry nodded. This was not the time to argue. He spent the afternoon practicing conjugations of
Portuguese irregular verbs, w shing that sonmehow he could go back and undo the nonment when he
agreed to speak to the old man who had unfol ded all the plans to assassi nate Andreyevitch. "Now I
must trust you," said the old man. "Tenbs que conflar no senhor anericano. You |love liberty, no?"

Love liberty? Who knew anynore? What was liberty? Being free to make a buck? The Russi ans had
been smart enough to know that if they |et Americans nmake nmoney, they really didn't give a dam
whi ch | anguage the governnent was speaking. And, in fact, the governnent spoke English anyway.

The propaganda that they had been feeding himwasn't funny. It was too true. The United States
had never been so peaceful; it was nore prosperous than it had been since the Vietnam War boom
thirty years before. And the | azy, conplacent Anerican people were goi ng about business as usual
As if pictures of Lenin on buildings and billboards were just what they had al ways want ed.

I was no different, he renminded hinmself. | sent in nmy work application, conplete with oath of
all egiance. | accepted it neekly when they opted ne out for a tutorial with a high Party official
| even taught his dammable little children for three years in R o

When | shoul d have been witing plays.

But what do | wite about? Wiy not a conedy-- The Yankee and the Commi ssar, a | oad of |aughs
about a woman comm ssar who marries an Anerican bl ue bl ood who manufactures typewiters. There are
no wonen comm ssars, of course, but one nust maintain the illusion of a free and equal society.

"Bruce, my dear," says the conmi ssar in a thick but sexy Russian accent, "your typewiter
conmpany is suspiciously close to making a profit."

"And if it were running at a loss, you'd turn ne in, yes, ny little noodl e?" (Riotous |aughs
fromthe Russians in the audience; the Anericans are not anused, but then, they speak English
fluently and don't need broad hunor. Besides, the reviews are all approved by the Party, so we
don't have to worry about the critics. Keep the Russians happy, and screw the Anerican audi ence.)
Di al ogue conti nues:

"All for the sake of Mdther Russia."
"Screw Mt her Russia."
"Pl ease do," says Natasha. "Regard nme as her personal incarnation."

Oh, but the Russians do | ove onstage sex. Forbidden in Russia, of course, but Anericans are
supposed to be decadent.

I mght as well have been a ride designer for Disneyland, Jerry thought. Mght as well have
witten shtick for vaudeville. Mght as well go stick ny head in an oven. But with nmy luck, it
woul d be el ectric.

He nay have slept. He wasn't sure. But the door opened, and he opened his eyes with no nenory of
havi ng heard footsteps approach. The cal mbefore the storm and now, the storm

The sol diers were young, but unslavic. Slavish but definitely Arerican. Slaves to the Slavs. Put
that in a protest poem sonetinme, he decided, if only there were someone who wanted to read a
protest poem

The young Anerican soldiers (But the unifornms were wong. |'"mnot old enough to renenber the old
ones, but these are not nmade for Anerican bodies.) escorted himdown corridors, up stairs, through
doors, until they were outside and they put himinto a heavily arnored van. Wat did they think
he was part of a conspiracy and his fellows would cone to save hin? Didn't they know that a man in
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his position would have no friends by now?

Jerry had seen it at Yale. Dr. Swick had been very popul ar. Best damm professor in the
departnment. He could take the worst drivel and turn it into a play, take terrible actors and nmake
them | ook good, take apathetic audi ences and nake them of all things, enthusiastic and hopef ul
And then one day the police had broken into his hone and found Swick with four actors putting on a
play for a group of maybe a score of friends. Wat was it-- Wio's Afraid of Virginia Wolf? Jerry
renenbered. A sad script. A despairing script. But a sharp one, nonethel ess, one that showed
despair as being an ugly, destructive thing, one that showed lies as suicide, one that, in short,
made t he audi ence feel that, by God, sonething was wong with their lives, that the peace was
illusion, that the prosperity was a fraud, that America's anbitions had been cut off and that so
much that was good and proud was still undone--

And Jerry realized that he was weeping. The soldiers sitting across fromhimin the arnored van
were | ooking away. Jerry dried his eyes.

As soon as news got out that Swick was arrested, he was suddenly unknown. Everyone who had
letters or menps or even class papers that bore his nane destroyed them Hi s nane di sappeared from
address books. His classes were enpty as no one showed up. No one even hoping for a substitute,
for the university suddenly had no record that there had ever been such a cl ass, ever been such a
professor. Hs house had gone up for sale, his wife had noved, and no one said good-bye. And then
nmore than a year |ater, the CBS news (which always showed official trials then) had shown ten
m nutes of Swi ck weeping and saying, "Nothing has ever been better for America than Conmuni sm |t
was just a foolish, immture desire to prove nyself by thunbing ny nose at authority. It neant
not hing. | was wong. The governnment's been kinder to me than | deserve." And so on. The words
were silly. But as Jerry had sat, watching, he had been utterly convinced. However neaningless the
words were, Swi ck's face was neani ngful: he was utterly sincere.

The van stopped, and the doors in the back opened just as Jerry renmenbered that he had burned
his copy of Swick's manual on playwiting. Burned it, but not until he had copied down all the
maj or i deas. Whether Swick knew it or not, he had |l eft sonething behind. But what will | |eave
behi nd? Jerry wonder ed.

Two Russian children who now speak fluent English and whose father was blown up in their front
yard right in front of them his blood spattering their faces, because Jerry had neglected to warn
hi n? What a | egacy.

For a noment he was ashaned. Alifeis alife, no natter whose or how |ived.

Then he renmenbered the ni ght when Peter Andreyevitch (no-- Anderson. Pretending to be Anmerican
i s fashi onabl e nowadays, so |ong as everyone can tell at a glance that you're really Russian) had
drunkenly sent for Jerry and demanded, as Jerry's enployer (i.e., owner), that Jerry recite his
poens to the guests at the party. Jerry had tried to laugh it off, but Peter was not that drunk
he insisted, and Jerry went upstairs and got his poens and came down and read themto a group of
men who coul d not understand the poens, to a group of wonmen who understood them and were nerely
anused. Little Andre said afterward, "The poens were good, Jerry," but Jerry felt like a virgin
who had been raped and then given a two-dollar tip by the rapist.

In fact, Peter had given hima bonus. And Jerry had spent it.

Charlie Ridge, Jerry's defense attorney, met himjust inside the doors of the courthouse.
"Jerry, old boy, looks like you're taking all this pretty well. Haven't even |ost any weight."

"On a diet of pure starch, 1've had to run around ny cell all day just to stay thin." Laughter.
Ha ho, what a fun tinme we're having. What jovial people we are.

"Listen, Jerry, you've got to do this right, you know. They have audi ence response neasurenents.
They can judge how sincere you seem You've got to really nmean it."

"Wasn't there once a tine when defense attorneys tried to get their clients off?" Jerry asked.

"Jerry, that kind of attitude isn't going to get you anywhere. These aren't the good old days
when you could get off on a technicality and a | awyer could delay trial for five years. You're

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol.txt (19 of 132) [1/14/03 9:52:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol .txt

guilty as hell, and so if you cooperate, they won't do anything to you. They'll just deport you."

"What a pal," Jerry said. "Wth you on ny side, | haven't a worry in the world."

"Exactly right," said Charlie. "And don't you forget it."

The courtroomwas crowded with cameras. (Jerry had heard that in the old days of freedom of the
press, cameras had often been barred fromcourtroonms. But then, in those days the defendant didn't
usually testify and in those days the lawers didn't both work fromthe sanme script. Still, there
was the press, looking for all the world as if they thought they were free.)

Jerry had nothing to do for nearly half an hour. The audience (Are they paid? Jerry wondered. In
Anerica, they nust be.) filed in, and the show began at exactly eight o'clock. The judge cane in
| ooki ng i npressive in his robes, and his voice was resonant and strong, like a father on
television renonstrating his rebellious son. Everyone who spoke faced the camera with the red
light on the top. And Jerry felt very tired.

He did not waver in his determnation to try to turn this trial to his own advantage, but he
seriously wondered what good,it would do. And was it to his own advantage? They would certainly
puni sh himnore severely. Certainly they would be angry, would cut himoff. But he had witten his
speech as if it were an inpassioned climactic scene in a play (Crove Agai nst the Comunists or
perhaps Liberty's Last Cry), and he the hero who would willingly give his life for the chance to
instill alittle bit of patriotism(a little bit of intelligence, who gives a damm about
patriotism) in the hearts and m nds of the mllions of Anericans who woul d be wat chi ng.

"Ceral d Nat han Crove, you have heard the charges agai nst you. Please step forward and state your
plea. "

Jerry stood up and wal ked with, he hoped, dignity to the taped X on the fl oor where the
prosecutor had insisted that he stand. He | ooked for the canera with the red light on. He stared
into it intently, sincerely, and wondered if, after all, it wouldn't be better just to say nolo
contendere or even guilty and have an easier time of it.

"M. Crove," intoned the judge, "Anerica is watching. How do you pl ead?"

Anerica was watching indeed. And Jerry opened his nouth and said not the Latin but the English
he had rehearsed so often in his mnd

"There is a tinme for courage and a tine for cowardice, a tine when a man can give in to those
who offer himleniency and a time when he nust, instead, resist themfor the sake of a higher
goal . Anerica was once a free nation. But as long as they pay our salaries, we seemcontent to be
slaves! | plead not guilty, because any act that serves to weaken Russian donination of any nation
inthe world is a blow for all the things that make Iife worth living and agai nst those to whom
power is the only god worth worshiping!"

Ah. El oquence. But in his rehearsals he had never dreamed he would get even this far, and yet
they still showed no sign of stopping him He |ooked away fromthe canmera. He | ooked at the
prosecutor, who was taking notes on a yellow pad. He | ooked at Charlie, and Charlie was resignedly
shaki ng his head and putting his papers back in his briefcase. No one seened to be particularly
worried that Jerry was saying these things over live television. And the broadcasts were live--
they had stressed that, that he nust be careful to do everything correctly the first time because
it was all live--

They were lying, of course. And Jerry stopped his speech and jamed his hands into his pockets,
only to discover that the suit they had provided, for himhad no pockets (save nobney by avoi di ng
nonessentials, said the slogan), and his hands slid usel essly down his hips.

The prosecutor | ooked up in surprise when the judge cleared his throat. "Ch, | beg your
pardon,”. he said. "The speeches usually go on nuch longer. | congratul ate you, M. Crove, on your
brevity."

Jerry nodded in nock acknow edgnent, but he felt no nockery.
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"W al ways have a dry run," said the prosecutor, "just to catch you |ast-chancers."
"Everyone knew t hat ?"

"Well, everyone but you, of course, M. Crove. Al right, everybody, you can go hone now. "
The audi ence arose and quietly shuffled out.

The prosecutor and Charlie got up and wal ked to the bench. The judge was resting his chin on his
hands, |ooking not at all fatherly now, just a little bored. "How nuch do you want?" the judge
asked.

"Unlimted," said the prosecutor

"I's he really that inportant?" Jerry m ght as well have not been there. "After all, they're
doi ng the actual bonbers in Brazil."

"M. Crove is an Anerican," said the prosecutor, "who chose to |let a Russian anbassador be
assassi nated. "

"Al right, all right," said the judge, and Jerry narveled that the nman hadn't the slightest
trace of a Russian accent.

"CGeral d Nat han Crove, the court finds you guilty of nmurder and treason against the United States
of Anerica and its ally, the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. Do you have anything to say
bef ore sentence is pronounced?"

"I just wondered," said Jerry, "why you all speak English."

"Because," said the prosecutor icily, "we are in America."

"Way do you even bother with trials?"

"To stop other inmbeciles fromtrying what you did. He just wants to argue, Your Honor."

The judge sl amed down his gavel. "The court sentences Gerald Nathan Crove to be put to death by
every available nmethod until such time as he convincingly apol ogizes for his action to the
Aneri can people. Court stands adjourned. Lord in heaven, do | have a headache.”

They wasted no tine. At five o' clock in the norning, Jerry had barely fallen asl eep. Perhaps
they nmonitored this, because they pronptly woke himup with a brutal electric shock across the
metal floor where Jerry was lying. Two guards-- this tinme Russians-- cane in and stripped himand
then dragged himto the execution chanber even though, had they let him he would have wal ked.

The prosecutor was waiting. "I have been assigned your case," he said, "because you promise to
be a chall enge. Your psychological profile is interesting, M. Crove. You long to be a hero."

"l wasn't aware of that."

"You displayed it in the courtroom M. Crove. You are no doubt aware-- your mddle name inplies
it-- of the last words of the American Revolutionary War espi onage agent named Nat han Hale. 'I
regret that | have but one life to give for ny country,' he said. You shall discover that he was
m st aken. He should be very glad he had but one life.

"Since you were arrested several weeks ago in Ri o de Janeiro, we have been growi ng a series of
clones for you. Devel opnent is quite accel erated, but they have been kept in zero-sensation
environnents until the present. Their ninds are bl ank

"You are surely aware of sonec, yes, M. Crove?"
Jerry nodded. The starship sleep drug.

"We don't need it in this case, of course. But the m nd-taping technique we use on interstellar
flights-- that is quite useful. Wen we execute you, M. Crove, we shall be continuously taping
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your brain. Al your nenories will be rather indecorously dunped into the head of the first clone,
who will immediately becone you. However, he will clearly remenber all your life up to and
i ncl udi ng the nonment of death.

"It was so easy to be a hero in the old days, M. Crove. Then you never knew for sure what death
was like. It was conpared to sleep, to great emptional pain, to quick departure of the soul from
the body. None of these, of course, is particularly accurate. "

Jerry was frightened. He had heard of nultiple death before, of course-- it was runored to exi st
because of its deterrent value. "They resurrect you and kill you again and again," said the horror
story, and now he knew that it was true. O they wanted himto believe it was true.

What frightened Jerry was the way they planned to kill him A noose hung froma hook in the
ceiling. It could be raised and | owered, but there didn't seemto be the slightest provision for a
qui ck, sharp drop to break his neck. Jerry had once al nbst choked to death on a sal non bone. The
sensation of not being able to breathe terrified him

"How can | get out of this? " Jerry asked, his pal ns sweating.

"The first one, not at all," said the prosecutor. "So you nmight as well be brave and use up your
heroismthis time around. Afterward we'll give you a screen test and see how convinci ng your
repentance is. W're fair, you know W try to avoid putting anyone through this unnecessarily.

Pl ease sit."

Jerry sat. Aman in a |lab coat put a nmetal helmet on his head. A few needles pricked into
Jerry's scal p.

"Already," said the prosecutor, "your first clone is beconm ng aware. He already has all your
menories. He is right now living through your panic-- or shall we say your attenpts at courage.
Make sure you concentrate carefully on what is about to happen to you, Jerry. You want to make
sure you renenber every detail .’

"Pl ease," Jerry said.

"Buck up, nmy nan," said the prosecutor with a grin. "You were wonderful in the courtroom Let's
have sone of that noble resistance now "

Then the guards led himto the noose and put it around his neck, being careful not to disl odge
the helmet. They pulled it tight and then tied his hands behind his back. The rope was rough on
his neck. He waited, his neck tingling for the sensation of being lifted in the air. He flexed his
neck nuscles, trying to keep themrigid, though he knew the effort would be usel ess. Hi s knees
grew weak, waiting for themto raise the rope.

The roomwas plain. There was nothing to see, and the prosecutor had |left the room There was,
however, a mrror on a wall beside him He could barely see into it without turning his entire
body. He was sure it was an observati on wi ndow. They woul d watch, of course.

Jerry needed to go to the bat hroom
Remenber, he told hinself, | won't really die. I'Il he awake in the other roomin just a noment.

But his body was not convinced. It didn't matter a bit that a new Jerry Crove woul d be ready to
get up and wal k away when this was over. This Jerry Crove would die.

"What are you waiting for?" he denmanded, and as if that had been their cue the guards pulled the
rope and lifted himinto the air.

Fromthe beginning it was worse than he had thought. The rope had an agonizingly tight grip on
hi s neck; there was no question of resisting at all. The suffocation was nothing, at first. Like
bei ng under water holding your breath. But the rope itself was painful, and his neck hurt, and he
wanted to cry out with the pain; but nothing could escape his throat.

Not at first.
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There was sone funbling with the rope, and it junped up and down as the guards tied it to the
hook on the wall. Once Jerry's feet even touched the floor

By the time the rope held still, however, the effects of the strangling were taking over and the
pain was forgotten. The bl ood was pounding inside Jerry's head. Hi s tongue felt thick. He could
not shut his eyes. And now he wanted to breathe. He had to breathe. H's body denanded a breath.

H s body was not under control. Intellectually, he knew that he could not possibly reach the
floor, knew that this death would be tenporary, but right now his mnd was not havi ng nuch
i nfluence over his body. H's | egs kicked and struggled to reach the ground. Hi s hands strained at
the rope behind him And all the exertion only made his eyes bulge nore with the pressure of the
bl ood that could not get past the rope; only nmade himneed air nore desperately.

There was no help for him but now he tried to screamfor help: The sound now escaped his throat
but at the cost of air. He felt as if his tongue were being pushed up into his nose. His kicking
grew nore violent, though every kick was agony. He spun on the rope; he caught a glinpse of
hinself in the mirror. H's face was turning purple.

How long will it be? Surely not rmuch | onger
But it was nuch | onger
If he had been underwater, holding his breath, he would now have given up and drowned.

If he had a gun and a free hand, he would kill hinmself nowto end this agony and the sheer
physical terror of being unable to breathe. But he had no gun, and there was no question of
i nhaling-- and the bl ood throbbed in his head and nmade his eyes see everything in shades of red,
and finally he saw nothing at all

Saw not hi ng except what was going through his nind, and that was a junble, as if his
consciousness were nadly trying to nake sonme arrangenent that would elimnate the strangul ation
He kept seeing hinself in the creek behind his house, where he had fallen in when he was a child,
and sonmeone was throwi ng hima rope, but he couldn't and he couldn't and he couldn't catch it, and
then suddenly it was around his neck and draggi ng hi m under

Spots of black stabbed at his eyes. H's body felt bloated, and then it erupted, his bowel and
bl adder and stomach ejecting all that they contained, except that his vonit was stopped at his
throat, where it burned.

The shaking of his body turned into convul sive jerks and spasns, and for a noment Jerry felt
hi nsel f reaching the wel come state of unconsci ousness. Then, suddenly, he discovered that death is
not so ki nd.

There is no such thing as slipping off quietly in your sleep. No such thing as being "killed
i medi atel y" or having death nercifully end the pain.

Deat h woke himfrom his unconsci ousness, for perhaps a tenth of a second. But that tenth of a
secdnd was infinite, and in it he experienced the infinite agony of inpending nonexistence. His
life did not flash before his eyes. The lack of life instead exploded, and in his mnd he
experienced far greater pain and fear than anything he had felt fromthe mere hangi ng.

And t hen he di ed.

For an instant he hung in linbo, feeling and seeing nothing. Then-- a |light stabbed at his eyes
and soft foam peel ed away from his skin and the prosecutor stood there, watching as he gasped and
retched and clutched at his throat. It seemed incredible that he could now breathe, and if he had
experienced only the strangling, he mght now sigh with relief and say, "I've been through it
once, and now |'mnot afraid of death."” But the strangling was nothing. The strangling was a
prelude. And he was afraid of death.

They forced himto conme into the roomwhere he had died. He saw his body hangi ng, bl ack-faced,
fromthe ceiling, the helnet still on the head, the tongue protruding.
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"Cut it down," the prosecutor said, and for a noment Jerry waited for the guards to obey.
I nstead, a guard handed Jerry a knife.

Wth death still heavy in his mnd, Jerry swng around and |unged at the prosecutor. But a guard
caught his hand in an irresistible grip, and the other guard held a pistol pointed at Jerry's
head.

"Do you want to die again so soon? " asked the prosecutor, and Jerry whi npered and took the
knife and reached up to cut hinself down fromthe noose; in order to reach above the knot, he had
to stand cl ose enough to the corpse to touch it. The stench was incredible. And the fact of death
was unavoi dable. Jerry trenbled so badly he could hardly control the knife, but eventually the
rope parted and the corpse slunped to the ground, knocking Jerry down as it fell. An armlay
across Jerry's legs. The face | ooked at Jerry eye-to-eye.

Jerry screaned

* % %

"You see the canera?"
Jerry nodded, nunbly.

"You will look at the canmera and you will apol ogi ze for having done anything agai nst the
government that has brought peace to the earth."

Jerry nodded again, and the prosecutor said, "Roll it."
"Fell ow Americans," Jerry said, "I'msorry. | nmade a terrible mstake. | was wong. There's
nothing wong with the Russians. | let an innocent nman be killed. Forgive nme. The governnent has

been kinder to nme than | deserve." And so on. For an hour Jerry babbled, insisting that he was
craven, that he was guilty, that he was worthless, that the governnment was vying with God for
respectability.

And when he was through, the prosecutor cane back in, shaking his head.
"M. Crove, you can do better than that.

"Nobody i n the audience believed you for one minute. Nobody in the test sanple, not one person
believed that you were the least bit sincere. You still think the governnent ought to be deposed.
And so we have to try the treatnment again."”

"Let me try to confess again."

"A screen test is a screen test, M. Crove. W have to give you a little nore experience with
death before we can pernmt you to have any involvenent with life.

This time Jerry screamed right fromthe begi nning. He made no attenpt at all to bear it well.
They hung himby the arnpits over a long cylinder filled with boiling oil. They slowy | owered
him Death cane when the oil was up to his chest-- by then his | egs had been conpl etely cooked and
the meat was falling off the bones in |arge chunks.

They made himconme in and, when the oil had cool ed enough to touch, fish out the pieces of his
own cor pse

He wept all through his confession this time, but the test audi ence was conpl etely unconvi nced.
"The man's a phony," they said. "He doesn't believe a word of what he's saying."

"W have a problem" said the prosecutor. "You seemso willing to cooperate after your death.
But you have reservations. You aren't speaking fromthe heart. We'll have to help you again."

Jerry screaned and struck out at the prosecutor. Wen the guards had pulled himaway (and the
prosecutor was nursing an injured nose), Jerry shouted, "OF course |'mlying! No matter how often
you kill me it won't change the fact that this is a governnent of fools by vicious, lying
bastards!"
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"On the contrary," said the prosecutor, trying to nmaintain his good nanners and cheerfu
denmeanor despite the blood pouring out of his nose, "if we kill you enough, you'll conpletely
change your mind."

"You can't change the truth!"

"We've changed it for everyone else who's gone through this. And you are far from being the
first who had to go to a third clone. But this time, M. Crove, do try to forget about being a
hero. "

They skinned himalive, arns and legs first, and then, finally, they castrated himand ripped
the skin off his belly and chest. He died silently when they cut his larynx out-- no, not
silently. just voiceless. He found that without a voice he could still whisper a screamthat rang
in his ears when he awoke and was forced to go in and carry his bl oody corpse to the disposa
room He confessed again, and the audi ence was not convi nced.

They slowly crushed himto death, and he had to scrub the bl ood out of the crusher when he
awoke, but the audience only comented. "Wo does the jerk think he's fooling?"

They di senbowel ed hi m and burned his guts in front of him They infected himwith rabies and |et
his death linger for two weeks. "They crucified himand |l et exposure and thirst kill him They
dropped hima dozen tirnes fromthe roof of a one-story building until he died.

Yet the audi ence knew that Jerry Crove had not repented.

"My God, Crove, how long do you think I can keep doing this?" asked the prosecutor. He did not
seem cheerful. In fact, Jerry thought he | ooked al nost desperate.

"Getting a little tough on you?" Jerry asked, grateful for the conversation because it neant
there would be a few minutes between deat hs.

"What kind of man do you think | an? We'll bring himback to life in a mnute anyway, | tel
mysel f, but | didn't get into this business in order to find new, hideous ways of killing people."

"You don't like it? And yet you have such a natural talent for it."

The prosecutor | ooked sharply at Crove. "lrony? Now you can joke? Doesn't death mean anything to
you?

Jerry did not answer, only tried to blink back the tears that these days cane unbi dden every few
ni nut es.

"Crove, this is not cheap. Do you think it's cheap? W' ve spent literally billions of rubles on
you. And even with inflation, that's a hell of a |lot of nobney."

"In a classless society there's no need for noney."

"What is this, dammt! Now you're getting rebellious? Now you're trying to be a hero?"

"No. "

"No wonder we've had to Kkill you eight tinmes! You keep thinking up clever arguments against us!"
"I"'msorry. Heaven knows |'msorry."

"I"'ve asked to be released fromthis assigrunent. | obviously can't crack you."

"Crack ne! As if | didn't long to be cracked."

"You're costing too nuch. There's a definite benefit in having crimnals convincingly recant on
television. But you're getting too expensive. The cost-benefit ratio is ridiculous now There's a
limt to how nuch we can spend on you."

"I have a way for you to save noney."
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"So do I. Convince the dammed audi ence!"
"Next time you kill ne, don't put a helnmet on nmy head."

The prosecutor | ooked absol utely shocked. "That would be final. That woul d be capital
puni shnent. W're a humane government. W never kill anybody pernanently.”

They shot himin the gut and et himbleed to death. They threw himfroma cliff into the sea.
They let a shark eat himalive. They hung hi mupsi de down so that just his head was under water
and when he finally got too tired to hold his head out of the water he drowned.

But through all this, Jerry had becone nore inured to the pain. Hs mnd had finally | earned
that none of these deaths was permanent after all. And now when the nonent of death cane, though
it was still terrible, he endured it better. He screaned | ess. He approached death with greater
calm He even hastened the process, deliberately inhaling great draughts of water, deliberately
wiggling to attract the shark. Wen they had the guards kick himto death he kept yelling,
"Harder," until he couldn't yell anynore.

And finally when they set up a screen test, he fervently told the audi ence that the Russian
government was the nost terrifying enpire the world had ever known, because this tinme they were
efficient at keeping their power, because this tinme there was no outside for barbarians to cone
from and because they had seduced the freest people in history into loving slavery. H's speech
was fromthe heart-- he | oathed the Russians and | oved the nmenory that once there had been freedom
and | aw and a neasure of justice in Anerica.

And the prosecutor canme into the room ashenfaced.

"You bastard,” he said.

"Ch. You nean the audience was live this tinme?"

"A hundred loyal citizens. And you corrupted all but three of them"

" Corrupt ed?"

"Convi nced them "

Silence for a nmonent, and then the prosecutor sat down and buried his head in his hands.
"Going to | ose your job?" Jerry asked.

"OfF course.”

"I"'msorry. You're good at it.

The prosecutor | ooked at himwi th loathing. "No one ever failed at this before. And | had never
had to take anyone beyond a second death. You' ve died a dozen tines, Crove, and you've got used to
it."

"I didn't mean to."

"How did you do it?"

"l don't know "

"What kind of animal are you, Crove? Can't you nmake up a lie and believe it?"

Crove chuckled. (In the old days, at this level of amusement he woul d have | aughed uproariously.
But inured to death or not, he had scars. And he would never laugh loudly again.) "It was ny
busi ness. As a playwight. The willing suspension of disbelief."

The door opened and a very inportant looking man in a mlitary uniformcovered with nedals cane
in, followed by four Russian soldiers. The prosecutor sighed and stood up. "Good-bye, Crove."
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" Good- bye, " Jerry said.
"You're a very strong man."

"So, " said Jerry, "are you. And the prosecutor |eft.

The soldiers took Jerry out of the prison to a different place entirely. A large conpl ex of
buildings in Florida. Cape Canaveral. They were exiling him Jerry realized.

"What's it |ike?" he asked the technician who was preparing himfor the flight.

"Who knows?" the technician asked. "No one's ever conme back. Hell, no one's ever arrived yet."
"After | sleep on sonmec, will | have any trouble waki ng up?"

"In the labs, here on earth, no. Qut there, who knows?"

"But you think we'll [ive?"

"We send you to planets that | ook like they mght be habitable. If they aren't, so sorry. You
take your chances. The worst that can happen is you die."

"I's that all?" Jerry nurnured
"Now lie down and let nme tape your brain."

Jerry lay down and the hel net, once again, recorded his thoughts. It was irresistible, of
course: when you are conscious that your thoughts are being taped, Jerry realized, it is
i mpossible not to try to think something inportant. As if you wer perfornming. Only the audience
woul d consi st of just one person. Yourself when you woke up

But he thought this: That this starship and the others that would be and had been sent out to
colonize in prison worlds were not really what the Russians thought they were. True, the prisoners
sent in the Qulag ships would be away fromearth for centuries before they | anded, and nany or
nmost of them would not survive. But sone woul d survive.

I will survive, Jerry thought as the helnet picked up his brain pattern and transferred it to
t ape.

Qut there the Russians are creating their own barbarians. | will be Attila the Hun. My child
will be Mohanmmed. My grandchild will be Genghis Khan

One of us, soneday, will sack Rone.

Then the sonmec was injected, and it swept through him taking consciousness with it, and Jerry
realized with a shock of recognition that this, too, was death: but a wel come death, and he didn't
m nd. Because this tine when he woke up he woul d be free.

He hunmed cheerfully until he couldn't remenmber how to hum and then they put his body with

hundreds of others on a starship and pushed themall out into space, where they fell upward
endl essly into the stars. Goi ng hone.

SKI PPI NG STONES
Unreal friendship may turn to real. But real friendship, once ended, cannot be nended.

-- T.S. Eliot, Murder in the Cathedra

Bergen Bi shop wanted to be an artist.
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Because he said so when he was seven, he was pronptly given pencils, paper, charcoal
wat ercol ors, oils, canvas, a palette, an exquisite assortment of brushes, and an instructor who
came and taught himonce a week. In short, he was given all the paraphernalia noney can buy.

The instructor was smart enough to know that when one hopes to make a living teaching the
children of the rich, one | earns when to be honest and when to lie. Thus, the words "the child has
talent” had often passed his lips before. But this tinme he nmeant them and it was difficult to
find a way to nmake the lying words now express the truth.

"The boy has talent!" he declared. "The boy has talent!"

"No one supposed that he hadn't," the boy's nother said, a bit surprised at how effusive the
teacher was. The father said nothing, just wondered if the instructor thought he'd get a bonus for
declaring it with such fervor

"That boy has talent. Potential. Geat potential," the teacher said (again), and nother, finally
grown weary of the effusion of praise, said, "My dear fellow, we don't nmind a bit if he has
talent. He may keep it. Now come agai n next Tuesday. Thank you."

Yet despite his parents' unconcern, Bergen applied hinmself to learning to paint with sone vigor
In a short tine he had acquired techni que well beyond his years.

He was a good-tenpered boy with a strong sense of justice. Many young nen of his class on the
pl anet Crove used their serving-nen as whi ppi ng boys. After all, since brothers were out of
fashi on one had to have soneone to pick on. And the serving-nmen (who were boys the sane age as
their nasters) learned very early that if they defended thensel ves, they woul d soon face far worse
than their youthful naster could nmete out.

Bergen, however, was not unfair. Because he was unquarrel some, he and his serving-man, Dal
Voul s, never had harsh words or blows. And because he was fair, when Dal shyly mentioned that he,
too, would like to learn to paint, Bergen i medi ately shared his equi pnent and his instructor

The instructor didn't mind teaching the two boys at once-- Dal was obedient and quiet and didn't
ask questions. But he was too aware of the possibilities for added i ncome not to nention to
Bergen's father that it was customary to give an added stipend when there were two pupils instead
of one.

"Dal, have you been wasting the instructor's tinme?" Locken Bishop asked his son's serving-nan

Dal renmined silent, too afraid to speak quickly. Bergen answered. "It was ny idea. To have him
taught. It doesn't take the teacher any |onger."

"The teacher's dunning ne for nmore. You' ve got to learn the value of nmoney, Bergen. Either you
take the | essons al one, or you take themnot at all."”

Even so, Bergen forced the teacher ("I'Il see you're fired and bl ackball ed t hroughout the city.
Thr oughout the world!") to let Dal sit quietly to one side, just watching. Dal didn't set penci
to paper in the sessions, however.

When he was nine, Bergen tired of painting and dism ssed the teacher. He took up riding this
time, years before nost children did, but this time he insisted and his father purchased two
horses; and so Dal rode with Bergen

It's too easy to depict childhood as an idyll. Certainly there were sone frustrations, some
ti mes when Dal and Bergen didn't see eye-to-eye. But those tines were buried in an aval anche of
other menories, so that they were soon forgotten. The rides took themfar fromBergen's father's
house, but there was no direction in which they could ride and | eave his father's |l and and return
hone t he same day.

And because Bergen was able to forget for hours at a time that he was heir and Dal was only a
contracted serving-nman, they becane friends.

Toget her they poured hot wax on the stairway, which nearly killed Bergen's sister when she
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slipped on it-- and Bergen stoically took the full blanme, since he would be confined to his room
and Dal, if caught, would be beaten and di sni ssed. Together they hid in the bushes and watched as
a coupl e who had ridden nude on horseback copulated in the gravel on the edge of a cliff-- they
marvel ed for days at the thought that this was what Bergen's parents did behind cl osed doors.
Toget her they swamin every untrustworthy waterhole on the estate and started fires in every
likely corner, saving each other's lives so often they lost track of who was ahead.

And t hen, when Bergen was fourteen, he renenbered that he had painted as a boy. An uncle visited
and said, "And this is Bergen, the boy who paints."

"His painting was just a childish whim" Bergen's nother said. "He outgrewit."

Bergen was not accustoned to getting angry with his nother. But at fourteen, few boys are able
to accept the word childish without wath. Bergen imediately said, "Did |, Mther? Then why is it
that | still paint?"

"Where?" she said, disbelieving.

"I'n my room'

"Show me sonme of your work then, little artist.” The word little was infuriating.

"I burn them They aren't yet representative of ny best work."

At that his nother and the uncl e | aughed uproariously, and Bergen stonped off to his room Dal a
shadow behi nd him

"Where the hell is it!" he said angrily, hunting through the cupboard where the art supplies had
been.

Dal coughed. "Bergen, Sir," he said (at twelve Bergen had hal fway come of age, and it was the

|l aw that he had to be called sir by anyone under contract to himor his father), "I thought you
weren't using your painting stuff anynore. |'ve got it."

Bergen turned in amazenent. "I wasn't using it. But | didn't know you were."

"I"'msorry, sir. But | didn't get nuch chance to try while the instructor was comng. |'ve been

using the materials ever since."
"Did you use them up?"
"There was a good supply. There's no nore paper, but there's plenty of canvas. I'll get it."

He went and got it, brought it into the big house in two trips, being careful to use the back
stairways so Bergen's parents wouldn't see. "I didn't think you'd nmind," Dal said, when it was al
brought back.

Bergen | ooked puzzled. "OF course | don't mnd. It's just the old biddy's taken it into her head
that I"'mstill a child. 1'"'mgoing to paint again. | don't know why | ever quit. |'ve always wanted
to be an artist."”

And he set up the easel at the wi ndow, so he could see the yard below, dotted with the gracefu
whi ptrees; of Crove that rose fifty neters straight up into the air-- and then, in a storm lay
over conpletely on the ground, so that no farner of the Plains could ever be free of the worry of
havi ng a whi ptree crash against his house in the wind. He began with an undercoat of green and
bl ue, and Dal watched. Bergen hesitated now and then, but it came back quickly, and, in fact, the
|l ong separation fromart had done himno harm H's eye was truer. H's colors were deeper. But
still an anmateur.

"Perhaps if there were nore magenta in the sky under the clouds,"” Dal offered.
Bergen turned to himcoldly. "I'"mnot through with the sky."

"Sorry."
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And Bergen painted on. Everything went well enough, except that he couldn't seemto get the
whi ptrees right. They kept |ooking so brown and solid, which wasn't right at all. And when he
tried to draw them bent, they were awkward, not true to life. Finally he swore and threw the brush
out the window, |eaped to his feet and stornmed away.

Dal wal ked to the painting and said, "Bergen, sir, it isn't bad. Not at all. It's good. Just the
whi ptrees. "

"1 know about the dammed whi ptrees,” Bergen snarled, furious at his failure to be perfect in his
first attenpt in years. And he turned to see Dal taking sw pes at the canvas, quick strokes with a
sl ender brush. And then Dal turned around, and said, "Perhaps like that, sir."

Bergen wal ked up to the canvas. The whiptrees were there, by far the nost |ifelike, nopst
dynam ¢, nost beautiful thing in the painting. Bergen |ooked at them- how effortl ess they seened,
how effortlessly Dal had stroked theminto the painting. This was not how it should be. It was
Bergen who was going to be the artist, not Dal. It was not just or right or fair that Dal should
be able to paint whiptrees.

And in anger Bergen shouted sonmething unintelligible and struck out at Dal, catching hima bl ow
at the side of his head. Dal was stunned. Not fromthe force of the blow, but fromthe fact of it.

"You' ve never hit me before,"” he said, wonderingly.

"I"'msorry," Bergen said i nmedi ately.

"AI'l I did was paint the whiptrees."

"I know. |I'msorry. Hitting servants isn't the kind of thing I do."

And now Dal's surprise turned to fury. "Servants?" he asked. "For a moment | forgot that I'ma
servant. | saw us try our hands at the same task and | was better at it than you. | forgot | was a
servant . "

Bergen was frightened at this turn of events. He hadn't neant anything by his statenent-- he
just prided hinmself on not being an uncontrolled naster

"But Dal," he said innocently. "You are a servant."

"That I am | rnust renenber that in the future. Not to win at any ganmes. To |laugh at your jokes
even when they're stupid. To let your horse always be a little faster. To always agree that you're
ri ght even when you're being a fool ."

"1"ve never wanted anyone to treat ne like that!" Bergen said, angry at the unfairness of it.
"That's the way servants treat their nasters.”

"I don't want you to be a servant. | want you to be ny friend!"

"And | thought | was."

"You're a servant and a friend."

Dal | aughed. "Bergen, sir, a man is either a servant or a friend. They're opposite directions on
the sane road. Either you're paid for service, or you do it for love."

"But you're paid for service, and | thought you did it for |ove!"

Dal shook his head. "I served for |ove, and | thought you fed and clothed ne for love. | felt
free with you."

"You are free."

"l have a contract."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol.txt (30 of 132) [1/14/03 9:52:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol .txt

"I'f you ever ask me to break it, | wll!"
"I's that a prom se?"

"On ny life. You aren't a servant, Dal!"

And t hen the door opened, and Bergen's nother and uncle canme in. "W heard shouting," his nother
said. "W thought there was a quarrel."

"W were having a pillow fight," Bergen said.
"Then why is the pillow neatly on the bed?"
"We finished and put it back."

The uncl e | aughed. "What a regular little housemaid you're raising, Selly."

"My Lord, Nooel, he wasn't joking. He still paints.” They wal ked up to the painting and | ooked
at it carefully.

Finally Nooel turned to Bergen and sniled, and put out his hand. "I thought it was just bluster
and bl ow. Just a teenager spouting off. But you ve got talent, boy. The sky's a bit rough, and you
need sone work on detail. But whoever can paint whiptrees |like that has a future.”

Bergen coul d not take credit unfairly.
"Dal painted the whiptrees."

Selly Bishop | ooked furious, but smled sweetly at Dal nonethel ess. "How nice, Dal, that Bergen
lets you play with his paintings.” Dal said nothing. But Nooel stared at him

"Contract?" Nooel asked.

Dal nodded.

"I"l'l buy it," Nooel offered.

"Not for sale," Bergen said quickly.

"Actually," Selly said sweetly, "it's not a bad idea. Think you m ght want to devel op the
tal ent ?"

"It's worth devel oping."

"The contract," Bergen said firmy, "is not for sale."

Selly |l ooked coldly at her son. "Everything that was bought can be sold."

"But what a man | oves enough, mother, he'll keep regardless of the price he's offered.”
"Loves?"

"Your mind is disgusting, Selly," Nooel said. "Cbviously they're friends. Sonetines you can be
the worst bitch on the planet."

"You're too kind, Nooel. On this planet it's an achievenent. After all, there's the enpress."”
They both | aughed and left the room
"I"'msorry, Dal," Bergen said.

"I"'mused to it," Dal answered. "Your mother and | haven't ever gotten along too well. And
don't care-- there's only one person here | care about.™

They | ooked at each other closely for a short tinme. Sniled. Then dropped the subject, because at
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fourteen there are few gentle enotions that can be openly borne for very | ong.
When Bergen turned twenty, somec cane to their |evel of society.

"A brilliant stroke,"” Locken Bishop said. "Do you know what it means? If we qualify, we can
sleep for five years at a tinme and wake up for five years at atine. We'll |ive for another
century beyond what we woul d have otherwi se."

"But will we qualify?" Bergen asked

H s parents | aughed uproariously. "It's pure nmerit, and the boy asks if his famly will qualify!
O course we'll qualify, Bergen!”

Bergen was quietly angry, as he usually was with his parents these days. "Wwy?" he asked.

Locken caught the edge in his son's tone. He turned authoritarian, and pointed at Bergen's
chest. "Because your father provides jobs for fifty thousand men and wonmen. Because if | went out
of business half this planet would reel under the inpact. And because | pay nore taxes than al
but fifty other nen in the Enpire."

"Because you're rich, in other words," Bergen said.

"Because |'mrich!" Locken answered angrily.

"Then, it, you don't mind, I'll wait to go on sonec until | qualify by ny nerit, and not by ny
father's."
Selly laughed. "If | waited until | qualified on my own, |I'd never get on sonec!"

Bergen | ooked at her with loathing. "And if there were any justice in the world, you never
woul d. "

It surprised Bergen, but neither his nmother nor his father said anything at all. It was Dal who
spoke to him later that night, as the two of them sat together putting finishing touches on art
pi eces-- Dal, a nminiature, in oils; Bergen, a nassive, alnost nural-sized portrait of the houseson
the estate as he thought they ought to be, with the house nuch snaller and the barns |arge enough
to be of sone use. And his whiptrees were beauti ful

Weeks | ater, Bergen slipped off and paid the exanination fee and tested hi gh enough in basic
intelligence, creativity, and anbition that he was given the right to go on sonmec for three years
and off for five years. He would be a sleeper. And he did it w thout noney.

"Congratul ations, son," his father said, nore than a little proud at his son's independence.

"I notice you've scheduled it so you wake up two years before us. Tine to play around,
i mgine," Selly said, |ooking and sounding nore bitter than ever

Dal said only one thing when he heard Bergen was going on sonmec. "Free ne first."
Bergen | ooked startl ed.

"You promised," Dal reninded him

"But 1"'mnot of age. | can't for a year."

"And do you think your father will? O that your nother would let hin? My contract lets them
forbid me to paint, or lets themown anything | produce. They coul d make nme cl ean the stables.
They coul d make ne cut trees with ny bare hands. And you won't be back for three years.™

Bergen was genui nely distressed. "What can | do?"

"Persuade your father to give me ny freedom O stay awake until you cone of age and can give ne
my freedom yoursel f."

"I can't forfeit the sonec. You have to use it when you get it. They only have so many openi ngs
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a year."
"Then persuade your father."

It took a nonth of constant badgering before Locken Bishop finally agreed to rel ease Dal from
his contract. And the contract had a stipulation. "Seventy-five percent of your income above room
and board cones to us for five years or until you have paid us eighty thousand."

"Father," Bergen protested, "that's gouging. | would have freed himel even nonths from now
anyway. And eighty thousand is ten tines what you paid for his contract in the first place-- and
you didn't pay it to him"

"I"'ve also fed himfor twenty years."

"And he worked for it."

"Worked?" Selly interrupted. "He just played. Wth you."

Dal spoke, softly enough that they quieted down to hear him "If | give you that, | won't be
abl e to get enough noney to take the sonmec nerit exanination."

Locken set his jaw. "That nmkes no difference. It's that or you stay under contract."
Bergen put his face in his hands. Selly smled. And Dal nodded. "But | want it in witing."

The words were soft, but the effect was electric. Locken rose to his feet, towering over Dal,
who was seated. "Wat did you say, boy? Were you saying you expected a Bishop to nake a witten
contract with a bastard contract worker?"

"I want it in witing," Dal said softly, neeting Locken's fury with equaninity.
"You have ny spoken word, and that's enough!”

"And who are the witnesses? Your son, who'll be asleep for three years, and your wife, who can't
be trusted alone with a fifteen-year-old servant boy."

Sel ly gasped. Locken turned red, but stepped back from Dal. And Bergen was horrified. "What?" he
asked.

"I want it in witing," Dal said.

"I want you out of this house,” Locken answered, but his voice had a new enption in it-- hurt
and betrayal. O course, Bergen thought: if Dal really neant that, and Modther certainly isn't
denying it, of course Father is hurt.

But Dal |ooked up at Locken with a snmle and said, "Did you think that territory where you trod
wbul d al ways bel ong to you?"

Now Bergen refused to understand. "Wat does he nean, father? Wat is Dal saying?"
"Not hi ng," Locken insisted, too quickly.

Dal refused to be stopped. "Your father," he said to Bergen, "plays the strangest ganes with
five-year-old boys. | always urged himto invite you to join in, but he never would."

The uproar didn't die down for an hour. Locken kept uselessly pounding his left fist against his
thigh, as Selly gleefully attacked himto take the opprobriumfor her own dalliances from her
shoul ders. Only Bergen could honestly grieve. "All those years, Dal. This was happening all those
years?"

"To you | was a friend, Bergen," Dal said, forgetting to say sir, "but to them| was a servant."
"You never told ne."

"What coul d you have done?"
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And when Dal left at the end of the hour he had the agreenment in witing.

When Bergen woke fromhis first tine under sonec, he learned froma kindly man in the Sl eeproom
that his father had died only a few days after Bergen had | eft honme, and his nother had been
nmurdered by a lover two years later. The largest estate on Crove, besides the enperor's, was now
Bergen's.

"l don't want it.

"Along with it, you should know," said the kindly man, "cones a five years under and one year up
sonmec privilege."

"I"d only have to live one year in every six?"
"It's the Enpire's way of expressing the value of certain large forces in the econony."
"But | want to paint."

"Paint then. But unless you want to visit your parents' graves, the managers of your businesses
are doing a remarkably good job, according to the government auditors, and you can go back under
to conplete your two years of entitlenent.”

"l have soneone | want to see first."

"As you wi sh. W can put you back under any tinme within the next three days. After that, you
have to conplete your year up, and you will have lost two years of sleep.”

Bergen spent the first two days trying to find Dal Vouls. He finally succeeded when he
renenbered that Dal would still be bound by the contract with his father-- the executors of the
estate were able to | ocate hi mbecause he was sending in occasional draughts to conplete the
seventy-five-percent clause.

Dal opened the door and his lice |it up with i mediate recognition. "Bergen," he said. "Cone in.
It's been three years, then, hasn't it?"

"I guess so. Dal, it feels like yesterday to ne. It was yesterday. How have you been doi ng?"

Dal pointed to the walls of the flat. Forty or fifty paintings and draw ngs hung there. For
twenty mnutes there was little conversation except "This; | like this" and "How did you nanage
that?" And then Bergen, thoroughly awed, sat on the floor (there was no furniture) and they
t al ked.

"How is it going?"

"Sales are fairly slow | don't have a name yet. But people do buy. And the best of it is, the
enperor has decreed that all governnment offices are to be noved to Crove. Even the name of the
pl anet is changing. To Capitol. It seens that if all goes well, every damm planet's going to orbit

politically around Crove. And that neans custonmers. It neans people who know art instead of the
mlitary and comerci al bastards who've had a strangl ehold on noney on this planet since tine
began. "

"You' ve learned howto talk in | ong sentences since | |ast saw you."
Dal |aughed. "l1've felt freer."

"I brought you a present." Bergen handed himthe rel ease fromthe contract.

Dal read it, laughed, read it again, and then wept.

"Bergen," he said, "you don't know. You don't know how hard it's been."

"l can guess."
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"I haven't been able to take the examination. Heaven knows, |'ve hardly been able to live. But
now - "

"More than that," Bergen said. "The examination costs three thousand. | brought it." He handed
the noney to his friend.

Dal held the nmoney for a few seconds, then handed it back. "Your father's dead, then."

"Yes," Bergen said.

"I"'msorry. It nust have been a shock to you."
"You didn't know?"
"I don't read papers. | don't have a radio. And ny draughts were never returned."

"Contracts are contracts, the executors figured. Trust nmy father not to free his contract
servants in his will."

They chuckled wyly in nenory of the man, whom Dal had | ast seen three years ago, whom Bergen
had | ast seen yesterday.

"Your nother?"

"The bitch died in heat," Bergen answered, and this tinme there was enotion. Dal touched his
hand. "I"'msorry." And it was Bergen's turn to weep.

"Thank God you're ny friend," Bergen said at |ast.
"And you nine," Dal answered.

And t hen the door opened and a worman wal ked in carrying a child that couldn't have been a year
old. She was startled to see Bergen there. "Conpany," she said. "Hello. |I'm Anda."

"I''m Bergen," Bergen said.
"My friend Bergen," Dal introduced them "My wife Anda. My son Bergen."

Anda smiled. "He told nme you were bright and beautiful, and so our son had to be naned after
you. He was right."

"You're too kind."

The conversation was good after that, but it was not what Bergen had expected. There couldn't be
the banter, the in-jokes, the delightful gutter talk, the insults that Bergen and Dal bad known
for years, not with Anda there. And so they parted with friendship in the air-- but a holl ow
feeling in Bergen's stomach. Dal had refused his gift of the exanination fee, and accepted only
his freedom He would share that freedomw th Anda. Bergen went back to the sl eeproom and used the
rest of his newentitlenent.

Wien he awoke the next time, things had changed. Wth Crove now cal |l ed Capitol, there was an
i ncredi bl e buil ding boom And Bergen's conpani es were deeply invol ved.

The buil di ng was haphazard, and Bergen began to realize that it wasn't enough just to throw
buildings into the air. Capitql would be the center of trade and governnent for hundreds of
pl anets. Billions of people. He could conceive of it eventually becom ng one vast city. And so be
began to plan accordingly.

He set his architects to planning a structure that would cover a hundred square niles and house
fifty million people, heavy industry, light industry, transportation, distribution, and
communi cati on. The roof of the building had to be strong enough not only to handl e the takeoffs
and | andings of landing craft, but also to cope with the weight of the huge starships thensel ves.
It woul d take years to design-- he gave themthe obvi ous deadline of his next waking after five
years of sl eep.
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And then he spent the rest of the year |obbying with the bureaucrats to get his plan, already
t aki ng shape, adopted as the master plan for the planet. Every city designed the sane way, so that
as the popul ati on boomed, the cities could link up floor to floor and pipe to pipe and forma
continuous, unbroken city with a spaceport for a roof and its roots deep in the bedrock. Wen his
time was up, he had won-- and the contracts alnmost all went to Bergen Bi shop's conpanies.

He did not forget Dal, however. He found him by his paintings, which were now gai ni ng sone note.
It was difficult to talk, however.

"Bergen. The runors are flying."

"Good to see you, Dal."

"They say you're stripping the planet right down to the bedrock and putting steel on top."
"Here and there."

"They say it's all supposed to interlock."

Bergen shrugged it off. "There'll be huge parks. Huge tracts of | and untouched."

"Until the population needs it. Right? Al ways that reservation.™

Bergen was hurt. "I cane to tal k about your painting."

"Here, then," Dal said. "Have a look." And he handed Bergen a painting of a steel nonster that
was settling like pus onto the countryside.

"This is repul sive," Bergen said.

"It's your city. | took it fromthe architect's renderings."

"My city isn't this ugly."

"I know. It's an artist's job to nake beauty nore beautiful and ugliness uglier."
"The Enpire has to have a capital somewhere."

"Does there have to be an enpire?"

"What's made you so bitter?" Bergen asked, genuinely concerned. "People have been tearing up
anets for years. What's getting to you?"

p
"Not hing's getting to ne."

"Where's Anda? Were's your son?"

"Who knows? Who cares?" Dal wal ked to a painting of a sunset and shoved his fist through it.
"Dal!" Bergen shouted. "Don't do that!"

"I made it. | can destroy it."

"Why' d she | eave?"

"I failed the nerit test. She had an offer of nmarriage froma guy who could take her on sonec.
She accepted."

"How coul d you fail the nerit test?"

"They can't neasure ny paintings. And when you're twenty-six years old, the requirenents are
hi gher. Much, much hi gher.™

"Twenty-six-- but we're only--"

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol.txt (36 of 132) [1/14/03 9:52:29 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol .txt

"You're only twenty-one. |'mtwenty-six and aging fast." Dal wal ked to the door and opened it.
"Get out of here, Bergen. I'mdying fast. In a couple of your years I'll be an old man who isn't
worth a damm so don't bother | ooking me up anynore. Get on out there and wreck the planet while
there's still a profit init."

Bergen left, hurt and unable to understand why Dal should suddenly hate him If Dal had only
taken the noney Bergen offered two years before, he could have taken the test when he could stil
have passed it. It was his own fault, not Bergen's. And blaming Bergen for it wasn't fair.

For three waki ngs, Bergen didn't took Dal up. The nenory of Dal's bitterness was too harsh, too
hurtful. Instead Bergen concentrated on building his cities. Half a mllion men were worki ng on
them a dozen cities arising sinultaneously on the plain. There was plenty of |and |eft
undi sturbed, but the cities rose so high that the wi nds were broken and the whiptrees died. How
coul d anyone have known that the seeds had to fall to the earth fromno nore than a neter off the
ground, and that w thout wind strong enough to bend the trees all the way to the ground, the seeds
would fall too far and break and die? In fifty years the last of the whiptrees would be gone. And
it was too late to do anything about it. Bergen grieved for the whiptrees. He was sorry. The
cities were already filling up with people. The starships were already conming in to |and at the
only spaceport in the gal axy | arge enough and strong enough to hold them There was no goi ng back

On his fourth waki ng, however, Bergen |earned that he had been pronpted to a one year up, ten
years down sonec |level, and he realized that if Dal still wasn't on sonec, the man would be in his
nmd-forties, and in the next waking would be getting old. Bergen was only in his md-twenties. And
suddenly he regretted having stayed away from Dal for so long. It was a strange thing about somec.
It cut you off frompeople. Put you in different tinmestreans, and Bergen realized that soon the
only people he would know woul d be those who had exactly the same sonec schedul e as he.

Most of his old friends he wouldn't nind losing. After all, he had survived |osing both his
parents in his first sleep. But Dal was a different matter. He hadn't seen Dal for three waking
years, and, he m ssed him They had been so close up till then

He found himby sinply asking a man with exceptionally good taste if he had ever heard of Da
Voul s.

"Has a Christian ever heard of Jesus?" asked the man, | aughing.

Bergen hadn't heard of Jesus or Christians either, but he got the point. And he found Dal in a
| arge studio in a tract of open country where trees hid the view of the eight cities growi ng here
and there in the distance.

"Bergen," Dal said in surprise. "I never thought 1'd see you again!"

And Bergen only | ooked in awe at the man who had been, his boyhood friend. \Wat had been only
four years for Bergen had been twenty for Dal, and the difference was staggering. Dal had a belly,
was now an inpressively stout man with a full beard and a ready grin (this is not Dal! sonething
shout ed i nside Bergen). Dal was prospering, was friendly, was, it seemed, happy, but Bergen
couldn't stop thinking of this stranger as an ol der man to whom he shoul d show respect.

"Bergen, you haven't changed.™

"You have," Bergen answered, trying to snile as if he nmeant it.
"Come in. Look at ny paintings. | promse to stand aside. My wife says | could hide a mural, I'm
getting so fat. | tell her | have to be |arge enough to hold all ny nobney on a single belt." Dal's

| augh boored out, and a m ddl e-aged wonan appeared on a bal cony inside the studio.

"You make ny cakes fall, you break glasses, and now you have to shout |oud enough that the
birds' nests are falling fromthe eaves!" she shouted, and Dal |unbered over to her like an
anorous bear and ki ssed her and dragged her back.

"Bergen, neet nmy wife. Treve, neet Bergen, ny friend who returns |ike a bright shadow out of ny
past to tie up the last of ny | oose ends."
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"Until we buy you new clothes,” Treve conpl ai ned, "You have no | oose ends."

"I married her," Dal said, "because | needed soneone to tell nme what a bad artist | am"

"He's terrible. Best in the world. But still Renmbrandt returns to haunt us!" And Treve punched
Dal in the arm lightly.

| can't stand this, Bergen thought. This isn't Dal. He's too dam cheerful. And who's this woman
who takes such liberties with my dignified friend? Wio's this fat nman with the grin who pretends
to be an artist?

"My work," Dal said, suddenly. "Cone see ny work."

It was then, walking quietly along the walls where the paintings hung, that Bergen knew for sure
that it was Dal. True, the voice at his shoulder was still cheerful and m ddl e-aged. But the
pai ntings, the strokes and sweeps and washes of them they were all Dal. They were born in the
pai n of slavery on the Bishop estate; but now they were overlaid with a serenity that Dal's
pai nti ngs had never had before. Yet, |ooking at them Bergen realized that that serenity had al so
been there all the tine, waiting for sonething to bring it out into the open

And t he sonet hi ng was obvi ously Treve.

At lunch, Bergen shyly adnmitted to Treve that yes, he was the man who built the cities.
"Very efficient," she said, making short work of a cappasfl ower.

"My wife hates the cities," Dal said.

"As | remenber, you don't love themeither."

Dal grinned, and then remenbered to swal | ow what he had been chew ng. "Bergen, ny friend, | am
above such concerns."

"Then," his wife interjected, "those concerns had better be strong enough to support a great
anount of weight."

Dal | aughed and hugged her and said, "Keep your nouth shut about my weight when |I'meating, Thin
Wonman, it ruins the lunch."

"The cities don't bother you?"

"The cities are ugly," Dal said. "But | think of them as vast sewage di sposal plants. Wen you
have fifteen billion people on a planet that should only have fifteen mllion, the sewage has go
to be put sonmewhere. So you built huge netal blocks and they kill the trees that growin the
shadows. Can | reach out and stop the tide?"

"OfF course you can," Treve said.

"She believes in me. No, Bergen, | don't fight the cities. People in the cities buy ny paintings
and let nme live in luxury like this, nmaking brilliant paintings and sleeping with ny beautifu
wife."

"If I"'mso beautiful, why never a portrait of me?"

"I amincapabl e of doing justice," Dal said. "I paint Crove. | paint it as it was before they
killed it and naned the corpse Capitol. These paintings will |ast hundreds of years. People who
see themw || maybe say, 'This is what a world | ooks Iike. Not corridors of steel and plastic and
artificial wood."

"We don't use artificial wood," Bergen protested

"You will," Dal answered. "The trees are nearly gone. And wood is awfully expensive to ship
bet ween the stars.”
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And t hen Bergen asked the question he had neant to ask since he arrived. "lIs it true that you've
been of fered somec?"

"They practically forced the needle into my armright here. | had to beat themoff with a
canvas. "

"Then it's true that you turned it down?" Bergen was incredul ous.

"Three tines. They keep saying, we'll let you sleep ten years, we'll let you sleep fifteen
years. But who wants to sleep? | can't paint in ny sleep.”

"But Dal," Bergen protested. "Sonec is like imortality. |I'mgoing on the ten-down-one-up
schedul e, and that neans that when |I'mfifty, three hundred years w |l have passed! Three
centuries! And I'Il live another five hundred years beyond that. I'll see the Enpire rise and
fall, 1'll see the work of a thousand artists living hundreds of years apart, 1'll have broken out

of the ties of tinme--"

"Ties of tinme. A good phrase. You are ecstatic about progress. | congratulate you. | w sh you
well. Sleep and sleep and sleep, may you profit fromit."

"The prayer of the capitalist,” Treve added, snmiling and putting nore salad on Bergen's plate.

"But Bergen. Wile you fly, like stones skipping across the water, touching down here and there
and barely getting wet, while you are busy doing that, | shall swim | like to swim It gets ne
wet. It wears ne out. And when | die, which will happen before you turn thirty, I'msure, 'l

have ny paintings to | eave behind ne."
"Vicarious imortality is rather second rate, isn't it?"
"I's there anything second rate about ny work?"
"No, " Bergen answered.

"Then eat ny food, and | ook at ny paintings again, and go back to building huge cities unti
there's a roof over all the world and the planet shines in space like a star. There's a kind of
beauty in that, too, and your work will live after you. Live however you like. But tell ne,
Bergen, do you have tine to swimnaked in a | ake?"

Bergen | aughed. "I haven't done that in years."
"I didit this norning."

"At your age?" Bergen asked, and then regretted the words. Not because Dal resented them- he
didn't seemto notice them Bergen regretted the words because they were the end of even the hope
of a friendship. Dal, who had painted beautiful whiptrees into his painting, was an ol der man now,
and woul d get even older in the next few years, and their lives would never cross neaningfully
again. It was Treve who bantered with himlike a friend.

Wiile I, Bergen realized, | build cities.

When they parted at evening, still cheerful, still friends, Dal asked (and his voice was
serious): "Bergen. Do you ever paint?"

Bergen shook his head. "I haven't the tine. But | adnmit-- if | had your talent, Dal, I'd find
the tine. | haven't that talent, though. Never did."

"That's not true, Bergen. You had nore talent than I."
Bergen | ooked Dal in the eye and realized the man neant it. "Don't say that," Bergen said
fervently. "If | believed that, Dal, do you think I could spend ny life the way | have to spend

it?"

"Ch, nmy friend," Dal said, smling. "You have nade ne sad, sad, sad. Hug ne for the boys we were
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t oget her. "
They enbraced, and then Bergen |eft. They never net again

Bergen lived to see Capitol covered in steel frompole to pole, with even the oceans encroached
upon until they were nere ponds. He once went out in a pleasure cruiser and saw the planet from
space. It gleanmed. It was beautiful. It was like a star

Bergen lived | ong enough to see something else: He visited a store one day that sold rare and
old paintings. And there he saw a painting that he recogni zed i nmedi ately. The pai nt was chi pping
away; the colors had faded. But it was Dal Vouls's work, and there were whiptrees in the painting,
and Bergen demanded of the storekeeper, "Wio's let this painting get in such a condition?"

"Such a condition? Sir, don't you know how old this is? Seven hundred years old, sir! It's
remarkably well preserved. By a great artist, the greatest of our m |l ennium but nobody nakes
pai nt or canvas that stays unmarred for nore than a few centuries. Wiat do you want, mracles?"

And Bergen realized that in his pursuit of imortality, he had got nore than he hoped for. For
not only did friends drop away and die behind him but also their works, and all the works of nen,
had crunbled in his lifetime. Sone had crunbled into dust; some were just showing the first
cracks. But Bergen had lived | ong enough to see the one sight the universe usually hides from
manki nd: entropy.

The universe is winding down, Bergen said as he |ooked at Dal's painting. Was it worth the cost
just to find that out?

He bought the painting. It fell to pieces before he died.

SECOND CHANCE

It is the blight man was born for,
It is Margaret you nourn for.

-- CGerard Manl ey Hopki ns

By the age of seven Batta was thoroughly trapped, though she scarcely recognized it until she
was twenty-two. The bars were so fragile that to nost other people they would not have existed at
all:

A father, crippled in a freak tube accident and pensioned off by the governnment nonths before
Batta was born.

A not her, whose heart was gold but whose mnd was unable to concentrate neaningfully for nore
than three minutes at a tine.

And brothers and sisters who, in the chaos and depression of the mindless, will-Iless hone, mght
have cone unstuck fromthe fabric of adjusted society had not Batta decided (w thout deciding)
that she would be mother and father to her siblings, her parents, and herself.

Many anot her person woul d have rebelled at having to cone hone directly after school, w th never
an opportunity to nmeet with friends and do the mad things through the endless corridors of Capitol
that occupied the tine of npbst adol escents of the mddle class. Batta nerely returned from school
and did homework, fixed dinner, talked to nother (or rather, listened), helped the other children
with their problens, and braved the den where father hid fromthe world, pretending that he had
| egs or that, lacking them he had not dininished in worth. ("I fathered five dammed children
didn't 1?" he insisted fromtime to tine.)

But all was not bleak. Batta | oved studying, was, in fact, not far from being a genius-- and she
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i ndul ged herself enough to go to college, |largely because she got a schol arship and her nother
believed in taking advantage of every free thing that cane.

Agd in college there was this one young nan.

He was not far from being a genius, too-- fromthe other side. Batta had never known anyone |ike
him (she didn't realize that she had hardly known anyone at all) but a crazy friendship grew up
that ranged fromgi ft-wapped presents of dissected thwands from Basi c Zool ogy to hours of silence
t oget her, studying for exani nations.

No hel d hands. No attenpted ki sses. No funbling experinmentation in the dark. Batta was unsure of
what it was |ike and whether she would want it (she always inmagi ned her nother making |love to a
| egl ess man), while she wondered if Abner Doon ever thought of sex at all

And t hen col | ege ended, degrees were granted-- hers in physics, his in governnment service-- and
they stopped seeing each other and the nonths went by and she was twenty-two and it suddenly
occurred to her that she was trapped.

"Where are you goi ng? You're through with college, you don't have to go to class anynore, do
you?" her nother asked plaintively.

"I thought I'd take a walk," Batta answered.
"But Batta, your father needs you. You know he's only happy when you're here."

Whi ch was true. And Batta spent more and ntne hours inside the three-roomflat until one day,
al nost a year after graduation, a buzzer

"Abner," she said, nore in surprise than in delight. She had al nost forgotten him |ndeed, she
had al nost forgotten that she had a coll ege education

"Batta. | haven't seen you. | wanted to."

"Well," she said, turning around for himto see her but knowi ng she | ooked terrible even as she
didit, "here | am"

"You | ook like hell."
"And you," she said, "look Iike a specinmen that they forgot to dissect."

They laughed. O d tines, old magic. He asked her out. She refused. He asked her to go for a
wal k. She was too busy. And when her father called her out of the roomfor the fifth tine since he
had arrived, he decided the conversation was over and had | eft the apartnment before she returned.

And she felt nore trapped than ever

Days passed, and in every day something different happened as the other children grew ol der (and
married or didn't marry but |eft hone anyway) but | ooking back, Batta felt that the days were all
the sane, after all, and the illusion of variety was just her m nd' s own way of keeping itself
sane. And at |ast, when Batta was twenty-seven and a virgin and lonely as hell, all her brothers
and sisters were gone and she was al one with her parents.

That was when Abner Doon cane agai n.

He had not been on sonec either, she noticed to her surprise as she showed himinto the living
room (sane battered furniture, only older; same color walls, only dirtier; sane Batta Heddis, only
deader) and he sat, |ooking her over carefully.

"I thought you'd be on somec by now," she said.

"So did everyone. But there are sone things that can't be done while one sleeps the years away.
| can't go on somec until |'mready."

"And when will that be?"
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"Wen | rule the world."

She | aughed, thinking it was a joke. "And when they find out I'm Mother's |ong-Iost daughter
ki dnapped by gypsi es and kept by space-pirates, they'll make me enpress after her.”

"I''m going on sonec within the year."

And she didn't laugh. Only | ooked at himcarefully and saw the way worry and work and, perhaps,
cruelty had worn certain lines in certain places and given himan expression that nmade his eyes
seem deep and hard to plunb. "You | ook Iike you're drowning," she said.

"And you |l ook like you're drowned."

He reached out and took her hand. She was surprised-- he had never done that. But the hand was
warm dry, snooth, firm- just as she had thought a nman's hand ought to feel (not |ike Father's
claw) and she didn't take her hand away.

"I saw how it was when | came before,” he said. "I've been waiting till you were free. The | ast
of your loving siblings left a week ago. Your affairs should be in order. WIIl you marry nme now?"

Three hours later, they were hal fway across the sector in a nodest-seenm ng apartnment (only

seem ng-- conputers and furniture canme, literally, out of the walls) and she was shaki ng her head.
"Ab," she said, "I can't. You don't understand."
He | ooked concerned. "I thought you' d prefer the contract. It's so rmuch safer for everyone. But

if you'd rather we kept it informal--"

"You don't understand. Five minutes before you canme | was praying for sonething like that to
happen, anything to get ne away fromthere--"

"Then come away. "

"But | keep thinking about ny parents. My nother, who can't manage her own life, |et alone
father's, and father, who does his best to rule everyone and only | can keep hi munder control and
happy. They need ne."

"At the risk of being thought trite, so do I."

"Not much," she said, waving her hand to indicate the paraphernalia that proved that he was a
man of power and weal th.

"This? In fact, Batta, this is all part of a nmuch grander plan. A direct line leading to
sonet hing rather fine. But 1'd rather share it with you."

"You are a romantic idiot like all the other adol escents,
nonsense. What makes you even think you | ove nme?"

she laughed. "Share it with ne,

"Because, Batta, every now and then ny dreamfails to keep ne warm"
"Wonen are rather inexpensive."

"Batta isn't even for sale," he rem nded her, and then he reached out and touched her as she had
never been touched, and she held himas she had never held anyone. For two hours everything was
new, every flutter, every snile

"No," she whispered as he was about to end her |ong sexual solitude. "Please no."
"Why, " he whi spered back, "the hell not?"
"Because if you do, I'Il never be able to | eave you."

"Excel lent," he said, and noved again, but she slid away, slid off the bed, began dressing.
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"You have very poor timing," he said. "Wat's wong?"
"I can't. | can't |eave Mther and Father."

"What, are they so loving and kind to you?"

"They need ne."

"Damm t, Batta, they're grownup people, they can take care of thenselves."

"Maybe when | was seven, they could," she said, "but by the tine | was twelve they couldn't. |
was dependable. | could do it. And so they lost all their pretenses at adulthood, Ab. | couldn't
go of f and be happy knowi ng they'd disintegrate, having to watch them"

"Yes you can. Knowing that if you don't you'd disintegrate. | can put you on sonec, Batta, right
now. | can put you under for five years and when you woke up they'd have | earned to take care of
t hensel ves and you could go see them and know that everything was all right."

"Do you have that kind of nobney?"

"When you get enough power in this lovely little enpire," Abner Doon answered, "npney becones
unnecessary. "

"When | woke up they mi ght be dead."
"Perhaps. And then they'd definitely not need you."
"I'd feel guilty, Ab. It would destroy ne."

But Abner Doon was persuasive, and by small stages he got her to lie down on a wheel ed table and
he put a sleepcap on her head and taped her brain. Al her nenories, all her personality, all her
hopes, all her terrors were recorded and filed in a tape that Abner Doon tossed up and down in his
hand.

"When you wake up, I'Il play it back into your head, and you won't even notice that you were
asl eep.

She | aughed nervously. "But anything that happens now, the sonmec w pes out, right?"

"True," Doon answered. "I could ravish you and performall kinds of obscene acts, and when you
make up you'd still think I was a gentleman."

"I never have thought such a thing," she said.
He smled. "Now let's get you to sleep.”
"\What about you?" she asked.

"I told you. I'ma year away. |'Il be a year ol der when | wake you up, and we begin our life
together, with or without benefit of contract. Good enough?"

But she began to cry and she kept crying until it was near hysteria. He held her, rocked her
back and forth, tried to find out why she was crying, tried to understand what he had done, but
she answered, "Nothing. Nothing."

Until finally he brought out the sonmec bottle (but no one has a private supply of somec! It's
the law-) and a needl e and reached for her to lay her on the table. She pulled away, retreated to
the other side of the room

"No. "
"Way not!"

"I can't run away fromny parents."”
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"You've got your own life to livel™

"Ab, | can't do it! Don't you see? Love isn't just a matter of |iking sonebody. | don't like ny
parents very nuch. But they trust nme, they lean on ne, |I'mtheir whol e dam foundation, and
can't just walk away and let themfall down."

"Sure you can! Anybody could! It's sick, what they've done to you, and you have a right to your
own life."

"Anybody could do it except nme. |, Batta Heddis, ama person who does not wal k away. That's who
I am If you want the kind of person who would, then go | ook sonewhere else!" And she ran fromthe
apartnment to the tube station, returned hone, closed the door and lay on the sofa and wept unti
her father called inpatiently fromthe other roomand she wal ked in and |ovingly stroked his
forehead until he could go to sleep

* % %

When the brothers and sisters were there, Batta could pretend there was variety. Now, there was
no pretense. Now, she was the entire focus of their lives and she was being slowy worn down, at
first by the constant work and constant pressure (but she grew stronger than ever and soon settled
into the routine better than ever until she couldn't conceive of another way) and |ater sinply by
the utter |oneliness even while she was utterly unable to be al one.

"Batta, |'mdoing enbroidery, they do it with real cotton in the rich houses but there's no way
we could afford that, of course, on your father's pension, but see what a |ovely flower |'m naking-
- or is it a bee? Heaven knows, |'ve never seen either, but don't you see what a lovely flower it

i s? Thank you, dear, it's a lovely flower, isn't it? They do it with real cotton in the rich
houses, you know, but we could never afford that on your father's pension, could we? So this is a
synthetic. It's called enbroidery, will you look at the lovely bee I'mmaking? Isn't it |ovely?

Thank you, Batta dear, you have such a wonderful way of naking nme feel just lovely. |I'mdoing
enbroi dery, you know. OCh, dear, | think your father's calling. | nust go to him- oh, will you?
Thank you. "Il just sit here and enbroider, if you don't mnd."

And in the bedroom stolid silence. A groan of pain. The legs starting nornally at the hip and
t hen suddenly, abruptly, ending (not two centimeters fromthe crotch) in a steep cliff of sheets
and bl ankets that fell away and left the bed flat and snoboth and unslept-in. "Do you renenber?" he
grunts as she turns the pillow and brings himhis pills, "do you renenber when Darff was three he
came in and said, 'Daddy, you should have ny bed and |I should have yours, because you're as little
as | am' Damfool kid, and | picked himup and gave hima hug and wanted to strangle the little
bastard. "

"l didn't renmenber."

"Sci ence has done everything el se, but they can't figure out how to heal nan when he's lost his
hans, lost his legs, |ost every damm nerve. But one, thank heaven, but one."

She | oat hed bathing him The tube had caught himslantwise in the nouth of the tubeway. If he'd
been turned around it woul d have ripped out his abdonen and killed himon the spot. As it was, he
had [ ost his buttocks to the bone, his intestines were a nmess, he had no bowel control, and his
| egs were a fragnent of bone. "But they left me enough,” he so proudly pointed out, "to father
children.”

And so it went endlessly day after day and Batta refused to renenber Abner Doon, refused to
adnmit that she had once had a chance to get away fromthese people (if only) and Iive her owmn life
(if only) and be happy for a while (if only I hadn't-- no, no, can't think that way).

Then not her decided to nake a salad while Batta was away shopping and cut her wist with the
kni fe and apparently forgot that the energency call button was only a few neters away because she
had bled to death before Batta could get hone, a | ook of surprise frozen on her face.

Batta was twenty-nine

And after a while father began meking hints about how a man's sexual drive doesn't dimnish with
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nonuse, but only increases. She ignored himwith gritted teeth until he, too, died one night and
the doctor said it had only been a matter of tine, the accident had messed himup so badly, and in
fact if he hadn't had such excellent care he wouldn't have lasted this |Iong. You should be proud
of yourself, girl.

Age thirty.

She sat in the living roomof the apartnment that she alone controlled. Her father's pension
woul d continue-- the governnent was kind to victins of chance in the transportation system She
kept staring at the door and wondering why in the world she had | onged to get away. After all,
what was themto do outside?

The walls closed in on her. The flat bed in her parents' room|ooked just as it had when father
lay there all day, at |east fromwhere his [ egs would be on down. But when she rolled up bl ankets
to look like legs and stretched them under the sheets n the bed, putting | egs where she had never
see legs before, it occurred to her that she had | ost her mnd

She packed her few bel ongings (everything el se belonged to them and they were dead) and left the
apartment and went to the nearest colony office because she couldn't think of anything better to
do with the rest of her disastrous |ife than to go off to a colony and work until she died.

"Nane?" asked the man behind the counter
"Batta Heddis."

"This is a wonderful step you've decided to take, M ss Heddis-- single, yes? --because these
colonies are the enpire's newest way of fighting and winning the war. Only peacefully, you
under stand. Heddis, did you say? Cone this way, please.

"Heddi s, did you say?"
Why had he | ooked so surprised? And so excited (or was it al arnmed?)

She followed himto a rooma corridor away, a plush, convenient roomwth only the one door. A
guard stood outside it, and she thought with terror that sonething was wong, that Mther's Little
Boys were going to accuse her of sonething, and she was innocent but how can you ever prove
i nnocence to people already convinced of their own infallibility?

The wait was interm nable-- two hours-- and she was reduced to a weck by the tinme the door
opened. Reduced to a wreck, that is, by her own perceptions. To an inpartial observer conming in
the door she was utterly calm- she had | earned to exude cal mno matter what the stress years
bef ore.

But it was not an inpartial observer who wal ked in the door. It was Abner Doon

"Hello, Batta," he said.

"My God," she answered, "ny dear sweet CGod, do | have to be punished like this?"

H s face went tense sonehow, and he | ooked at her carefully. ""What have they done to you
| ady?"

"Not hing. Let nme out of here.™
"I want to talk to you."
"We forgot it years ago! | forgot it! Now don't renmind ne!"

He stood by the door, and it was obvious that he was horrified and fascinated-- horrified
because as she spoke so passionately her voice renained flat and calm her body remnai ned erect,
there was no hint that she was in any kind of turnoil; fascinated because the body was stil
Batta, still the woman he had | oved and had been willing to share his dreamw th not that many
years before, and yet she was a conplete stranger to hi mnow.
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"I've been on sonmec for several years," he said. "This is ny first waking. | had themall warned-
- a code was to be set off when your nanme cane upfor col onization."

"What made you think it woul d?"

"Your parents had to die sonetine. And when they did, | knew you' d have nowhere to go. People
with nowhere to go, go to the colonies. It's politer than suicide."

"Leave ne alone, please. Can't you have a little forgiveness for ny m stake?"

He | ooked eager. "Did you call it a mistake? Do you regret it?"

"Yes!" she said, and now her voice raised in pitch, and she actually | ooked agitated.
"Then, by heaven, let's undo it!"

She | ooked at himwith contenpt. "Undo it! It can't be undone! |I'ma nonster now, M. Doon, not
a girl anynore, a robot that perforns services for revolting people w thout conplaint, not a wonan
who can respond to anything the way you wanted ne to. Nothing can be undone."

And then he reached into his pocket and held out a tape.

"You can go under somec right now and let the drug wi pe out all your nenories. Then |'IIl play
this back into your mnd, and you'll wake up believing that you did not decide to go back to your
parents. That you decided to stay with me in the first place. You will be unchanged. The | ast few
years will be erased."

She sat, unconprehending for a few nonents. Then, hoarsely, huskily, she said. "Yes. Yes.
Hurry." And he led her to a tape-and-tap where they taped her brain and put her under sonec and
her m nd washed away in the drug.

* % %

"Batta," a voice said softly, and Batta awoke, naked and sweating on a table in a strange pl ace.
But the face and the voice were not strange.

"Ab," she said.

"I't's been five years," he said. "Your parents both passed away. From natural causes. They
weren't unhappy. You nmade the right choice.™

She was consci ous of being naked, and the eternal virgin in her made her flush with
enbarrassnent. But he touched her (and the nmenory of the night they first al nost nmade | ove was
still fresh-- it had been only a few hours ago-- and she was al ready aroused, already ready) and
she was no | onger enbarrassed.

They went to his apartnent, and nmade | ove gloriously, and they were blissfully happy for days
until she finally admtted what was gnawi ng at the back of her nind

"Ab. Ab, | have dreans about them"
"Who?"
"Mt her and father. You've told ne it's been years, and | know that. But it still feels like

yesterday to ne, and | feel terrible for having left them al one."

"You'll get over it.

But she did not get over it. She began to think of themnore and nore, guilt gnawing at her
tearing at her dreans, stabbing |ike a knife when she nade | ove with Abner Doon, destroying her as
she did all the things that she had w shed, since she was a child, she could do.

"Ch, Ab," she wept one night-- only six nights since waking-- "Ab, I'd do anything, anything to
undo this!"
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He stopped noving, just froze. "Do you nean that?"

"No, no, Abner, you know | | ove you. I've loved you ever since we nmet, all ny life, even before
I knew you existed | |oved you, don't you know that? But | hate nyself! | feel like a coward, |ike
a traitor for having left ny famly. They needed ne. | knowit, and | know they were niserable

when | left them™
"They were perfectly happy. They never noticed you were gone."
"That's a lie."
"Batta, please forget them™
"I can't. Wiy couldn't | have done the right thing?"
"And what was that?" He | ooked afraid. Wiy is he afraid?

"To stay with them They only lived a few years. If |'d stayed with them if I'd hel ped them

through the last few years, then Ab, | could face nyself. Even if they were niserable years, |'d
feel like a decent person."
"Then feel |ike a decent person. Because you did stay with them"

And he explained it to her. Everything.
She lay silently on the bed, staring at the ceiling.

"Then this is a fraud, isn't it? Secretly, truly, I'"ma mserable bitch of an old maid who
rotted away in her parents' house until they had the courtesy to die, a woman wi thout the guts to
comri t suicide--"

" Absurd--"
"Who was only saved fromher fate by a man who contrived to play God."

"Batta, you have the best of both worlds. You did stay with your parents. You did the right
thing. But you can go on with your life now wi thout having the nenories of what they did to you,
wi t hout having to becone what you becane."

"And was | so horri bl e?"

He thought of Iying to her, but decided against it. "Batta, when | saw you in that roomin the
col oni zation office, | nearly cried. You | ooked dead."

She reached over and stroked his cheek, his shoulder. "You saved ne fromthe penalty of my own
n st ake. "

"If you want to look at it that way."

"But there's a contradiction here. Let's be logical. Let's call the woman who deci ded to stay
with her parents Batta A Batta A actually stayed and went crazy, |ike you said, and she chose to
go off to the colonies and keep her madness to hersel f."

"But it didn't happen that way--"

"No, listen," Batta insisted, quietly, intensely, and he |istened. "Batta B, however, decided
not to go back to her parents. She stayed with Abner Doon and tried to be happy, but her
consci ence tore at her and drove her nad."

"But it didn't happen that way--"

"No, Ab, you don't. You don't understand. Understand at all." Her voice cracked. "This woman
| ying on the bed beside you-- this is Batta B. This is the woman who turned away from her parents
and didn't fulfil her commitnment--"
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"Danmmit, Batta, listen to reason--"
"I have no nmenory of hel ping them They suddenly-- end. | wal ked out on them-"
"No you didn't!"

"I'n my owmn nmind | did, Ab, and that's where | have to live! You tell ne | hel ped them but I
can't remenber it and so it isn't true! That choice-- that was the choice that the real Batta
made, staying with them And so the real Batta was shaped by that experience. The real Batta
suffered through those years, even if they were awful ."

"Batta, they were worse than awful! They destroyed you!"
"But it was ne they destroyed! Me! The Batta who chooses to do what she believes she ought to!"

"What is this, the old-tinme religion? You have a chance to be spared the consequences of your
own suicidal sense of right and wong! You have a chance to be happy, dammit! What difference does
it make which Batta is which? | |ove you, and you love ne, lady, and that's the truth, too!"

"But Ab, how can | be anything but what | an®"

"Listen. You agreed. Instantly. You agreed to let nme erase those years, to wake you up and have
you live with ne as if that agony had never happened. It was voluntary!"

She didn't answer. Only asked, "Did they tape ne when they put nme under sonec? Did they record
the way | really anP"

"Yes," he said, know ng what was coning
"Then put ne under again and wake ne up with that tape. Send ne to a colony."

He stared at her. He got up fromthe bed and stared at her incredul ously and | aughed. "Do you
realize what you're saying? You re saying, please take ne out of heaven, God, and send ne to
hel | ."

"I know it," she said, and she began trenbling.

"You're insane. This is insane, Batta. Do you know what |'ve risked, what |'ve gone through to
bring you here? |I've broken every | aw concerning the use of sonec that there is--"

"You rule the world, don't you?"
Was she sneering?

"I pull all the strings, but if |I make a mistake | could fall anytinme. |'ve deliberately nade
m st akes for you--"

"And so | owe you sonething. But what about ne? Don't | owe ne?"

He was exasperated. He hit the wall with his hand. "OF course you do! You owe yourself a life
with a man who | oves you nore than he loves his life's work! You owe yourself a chance to be
panpered, to be coddled, to be cared for--"

"I owe ne nyself." And she trenbled nore and nore. "Ab. | haven't. | haven't been happy."
Si | ence.

"Ab, please believe nme, because this is the hardest thing |I've had to say. Since the nonent |

woke up, sonething was wrong. Sonething was terribly, terribly wong. | had nade the wong choice.
| hadn't gone back to ny parents. | have felt wong. Everything has been colored by that. It's
wong. | wouldn't choose to Iive with you, and so everything about it is wong!" She spoke softly,

but her voice was intense.

"l would not be here," she said.
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"You are here."

"I can't live alie. | can't live with the contradiction. | must [ive ny owmn life, bitter or
not. Every nmonent | stay here is pain. It couldn't be worse. Nothing | suffered in ny real life
could be worse than the agony of living falsely. | nust have the nenory of having done what | knew
was right. Wthout that nenory, | can't keep ny sanity. |'ve been feeling it slip away. Ab--"

And he held her closely, felt her trenble in his arms. "Watever you want," he whispered. "I
didn't know. | thought the sonmec coul d-- nmeke things over."

"It can't stop ne from being who I--"

"Who you are, | knowthat, | knowit now But Batta, don't you realize-- if | use that other
tape, you won't remenber this, you won't remenber these days we had together--"

And she began to sob. And he thought of sonething else

"You'll-- the last thing you'll renmenber is my having told you | could erase all the pain. And
you saying yes, yes, do it, erase it-- and then you'll wake up with those nenories and you'l
think that | lied."

She shook her head.

"No," he said. "That's what you'll believe. You'll hate me for having prom sed you happi ness and

then not giving it to you. You won't renenber this."

"I can't help it," she said, and they held each other and wept together and conforted each ot her
and nade | ove one last tine and then he took her to the tape-and-tap where the past was washed
away and a crueler life would be restored to her.

"What, is she a crimnal?" asked the attendant as Abner Doon substituted the tapes-- for only
crimnals had their mnds wi ped and an old tape used to erase all nenory of the crine.

"Yes," said Doon, to keep things sinple. And so her body was enclosed in the coffin that woul d
satisfy her few needs as her body slowed down to a crawl through the years until he awakened her.

She woul d awaken on a col ony. But one of ny choosing, Abner vowed. A kind one, where she m ght
have a chance of making sonmething of her life. And who knows? Maybe hating ne will make it al
easier for her to bear.

Easi er for her. But what about ne?

I will not, he decided, spend any nore of nyself on her. | will close her fromnmy mnd. | wll--
I will forgetf?

Nonsense.

I will nmerely devote ny life to fulfilling other, older, colder dreans.

BREAKI NG THE GAME

Surely the churning of milk bringeth forth butter, and the winging of the nose bringeth forth
bl ood: so the forcing of wath bringeth forth strife.
- Proverbs 30: 33

Her man Nuber's feet were asleep, and every tinme he shifted his weight they tingled unbearably.
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"My feet are asleep,” he conplained to the sl eeproom attendant.
"Happens all the tine," answered the attendant, reassuringly.

"I was under for three years,
that time?"

Her man pointed out. "WAs the circulation to ny feet cut off al

"It's the sonec, M. Nuber," said the attendant. "It makes your feet feel that way. But your
circul ati on was never cut off."

Her man grunted and went back to reading the lists on the wall. His feet tingled a little |ess,
and now he began to shift his weight back and forth. The newsheet was boring. Same l|ist of
victories for the Empire, victories that half the time left the eneny in possession of the star
systemwith a few Enpire ships able to |inp home. The gossip sheets were alnbst as boring. Al the
bi g-nane |ifel oopers screwing their way to fame and fortune. One | ooper committed suicide-- a
novel ty, since people who wanted to take thensel ves out of circulation usually just signed up for
t he col oni es.

The list he studied was, of course, the gane sheet. He skimed down to the International Ganes
list, and there was the notice.

"Europe 1914d, now in Gl979. Biggest news this week is that Herman 'Italy' Nuber is up on
Thursday, so all non-ltaly players, watch out!"”

Very flattering, of course, to be named by the waking lists. But it was to be expected. The
I nternational Ganes had been around for years, dating back to well before sonmec. But there had
never been a player |ike Herman Nuber

He left the sl eeproom pausing, alnost as an afterthought, to dress. This waki ng woul d be for
only six nonths-- last tinme he had won nore noney than usual on the sidebets, which were strictly
illegal but a very safe, pleasant investnment. No one gave |ong odds agai nst him- when he pl aced
bets on hinself the rate of return was only 17 percent. But that was better than a savings bank or
gover nent bonds.

"Herman," said a quiet nman, even shorter than Hernman Nuber
"H, Gey," Nuber said.
" Good waki ng?"

"OfF course." Grey danbrgan was a good busi ness manager. He always remenbered that even though
he was sonething of a financial genius, with many good connections, he was not in business for
hinsel f. Trustworthy. A born underling. Herman liked to surround hinself with men who were shorter
than hinsel f.

"Wl |1 ?" asked G ey.
Her man | ooked unconcerned. "Buy lItaly, of course.”

And Grey nodded. It was a kind of ritual, but the game |laws specified that a place in the gane
only be purchased when the player was awake-- there nust always be a waking player at the
conput er.

Well, I'mawake, Hernman said. And unl ess things had changed considerably, this was the waking
when he'd nmake the grand play-- to end the gane by conquering the world.

The conputer wall was already warnmed up when he got to his flat-- another thoughtful gesture
fromGey. Herman tortured hinself as he always did, ignoring the screen, refusing to look at it;
pretending the conputer wasn't waiting for himas he toured the flat, made sure all the
arrangenents were correct. Herman wasn't really rich; only mldly well-to-do. He couldn't afford
to keep an enpty flat while he was under. Hi s bel ongi ngs were stored, instead, or sold each tine.

Soneday, though, 1'Il be rich enough, he thought. Soneday I'll get to the really high sonec
levels, like five years under for three nonths up. And I'll own a flat, not just |ease one for a
waki ng.
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It was everyone's dream of course. Everyone's plan. And one out of every seven nillion people
in the Enpire nmade it. Horatio Alger is alive and well forever

At |ast, orange juice drunk, bed bounced on, wonman for the night paid for and picked out, toilet
used, he allowed hinself to settle down confortably in the chair before the conputer nodul e. But
still he kept the screen dead. He punched out the code for Europe 1914d.

He had been twenty-two when he had first decided to invest sone of his nmoney in the expensive
hobby of International Games. It had cost himtwo nonths' salary, and he had only been able to buy
a third-ranked position in Italy in the start of a new gane. He had chosen Europe 1914, even
though it was the fourth gane of that nane, because he had specialized in twentieth-century
strategies in his snmall-gane playing. And now, with an interplanetarily broadcast gane, he'd have
a chance to see if he was really as good as he had thought.

I amthat good, he rem nded hinself now, flashing on the holo. The gl obe appeared before him
and he studied it. First the weather patterns were shown; then the political nap

"How is it?" asked Grey, appearing quietly behind Herman
"Lovely. No one has tried anything rash. Good caretakers."

Italy showed up as pink on the map. Herman renenbered the beginning-- an Italy newy united,
weak, unsure whether to join Gernmany and Austria-Hungary. In the real twentieth century, no one of
any force had energed in Italy until after the 1914 War. No one until that ninconmpoop Missolini
But in Europe 1914d, Italy had Herman Nuber, and even though he was a third-ranked pl ayer, he had
bet quite a bit on hinself-- and on Italy.

It was three years before his daytime work earned Hernan enough noney to go on sonmec for the
first time. In that time he had married, had a daughter, and divorced. No time for marriage. She
didn't Iike it when he spent all night on the gane. But it had been worth it, in the long run. A
bit painful, some enobtional scenes, but at the end of the three years, Hernan's bets paid off.
Forty to one. He had driven out other, less skillful players, and when he went under sonec, he did
it as dictator of Italy, and Italy had turned savagely on Austria-Hungry, brilliantly defeated the
Prussian arny (oh, no, actually German, he rem nded hinsel f. Have to keep the periods straight)
near Munich, and a peace treaty had been signed. Anmerica never joined the war, nuch to the chagrin
of the players who had paid heavily for that choice position, only to see it becone useless in the
real gane.

Italy, then, had been the najor power in eastern Europe. But now, Herman saw with a snmile, Italy
was Europe, the entire continent pink, and nost of Asia as well. H s |ast waki ng had been the
consummati on of the struggle with Russia. And now Italy stood poised on the Pacific, on the Indian
Ccean through Persia, and on the Atlantic, ready to try for everything.

"Looks very good, doesn't it?" Herman asked Grey, who was still silent.

"For the Italy player, it does," said Gey, and Hernan turned in surprise

"You mean you didn't buy it?"

Grey looked a little enbarrassed. "Actually," he said, "I was afraid of this."

"Afraid of what?"

"Soneone' s apparently been speculating in Italy. My staff gave ne the report when | came up
t hree weeks ago. Someone's been buying and selling Italy in closed bids ever since you went under
| ast. "

"That's illegal!"

"Weep, then. We've done it ourselves, you know. Shall we call in an investigation? Al the books
open?"

"Why didn't you get a good proxy and keep it?"
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"They pulled it off again, Herman. The bidding was | ast night at m dnight. Not precisely prine
time. But | placed nmy bid. Frankly, it was ridiculously high. But no taker. The player who got it
bid twice what | did."

"Then you shoul d have bid higher still!"
Grey shook his head. "Couldn't. | only have fifty percent power of attorney, remenber?"
Her man gasped in spite of hinself. "Fifty percent! Gey, fifty percent? It was nore than fifty?"

Grey nodded. "More than fifty liquid, anyway. | couldn't match it. Not from your funds. And
just didn't have enough | oose nmobney around to add any of ny own."

"Well, who's the player?"

"Believe it or not, Herman, it's an assistant mnister of colonization, a real flunkie. It's his
first time in the broadcast games. No record at all. And no way he could have the noney to buy
that place in the game hinself."

"Find out who the organization is, Gey, and buy that position."

Grey shook his head. "I don't have enough nmoney. Woever's buying it is serious, and they've got
nmore noney than you."

Hernman felt weak and cold. This was not expected. O course there were always speculators in the
ganmes. But Herman al ways paid well for his position, and because he had contributed nost to the
sl ot, when he was awake no one could buy Italy but him as long as he offered at |least fifteen
percent over the l|last purchase price. But now the purchase price had been nore than half his
weal t h.

"It doesn't matter," Herman told Gey. "Borrow Liquidate. I'll give you ninety percent power of
attorney. But buy Italy."

"What if they won't sell?"

Hernman | eaped to his feet, so that he towered (delicious!) over Grey. "They can't! They can only
sell to nme. They have to be speculating on stripping ne. Wll, let "em This time Italy takes over
the world, Gey. And the bets won't be just seventeen percent. W'll be in for the |ong odds. Do
you under st and?"

"They don't have to sell to you, Herman," Grey said. "The player who has it isn't on sonec."

"I don't care. I'll outlast them They have to quit sonetinme. Pay their price. They have a
price."

Grey nodded, unsure. Hernman turned away, and heard Gey shuffle softly through the carpet as he
left. Herman switched on the screen as his stonmach churned. Italy was val uable, but only because
of Herman Nuber. Only a genius could have taken that second-rate country and nade it a world
power. Only Herman Nuber, the greatest International Gane player in history, dammt. They're just
trying to rob ne, Herman concluded. Well, let 'em

And then, though he knew it would torture him he flashed the screen through to a cl ose-up of
current mlitary operations by the Italian Enpire. There was a border skirm sh in Korea. India was
becom ng hostile. The Italian agents were doing well at subverting Japanese rule in Arabia.

Everything's perfect, Herman said softly. In three days | can have this gane flying. In three
days, if | can once get Italy.

Gey didn't come or call all day. By evening, Herman was a nervous weck. He had already had to
wat ch as three perfect opportunities for quick, decisive action had been nmissed by the idiot
playing Italy. O course, that kind of thing happened all the tinme when Herman was on sonec-- but
he was asleep, he didn't have to watch. And still Gey didn't cone
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The buzzer. Not Grey, since the door opened to his hand. Must be the worman. Herman stroked the
rel ease strip and the door opened. She was young and had a beautiful smile. Just what the doctor
ordered.

At first, because she was beautiful and cheerful and good at her job, Herman forgot the game, or
at least was able to concentrate on sonething else. But then, even as she tried to arouse him
again, the pent-up worry flooded back, and he sat up on the bed.

"What's wrong?"

Her man shook hi s head.

"Too tired?"

Good a reason as any. No reason to pour out your heart to an edna.
"Yeah. I'mtired."

She si ghed, |eaned back again on the pillows. "Don't | knowit. | get tired, too. They give ne
shots so | can keep going for hours, but it's so nice to get a breather."

A tal ker. Dam. "Want sonething to eat?"

"W aren't supposed to."

"Di et or something?"

"Naw. Sonetines they try to drug us."

"I won't drug you."

"Rules are rules," the woman insisted. The girl, rather
"You're pretty young."

"Wor ki ng ny way through college. I'"'molder than | |look. But they can rent nme juvenile, too, so
we all get nore noney."

Money noney nmoney. Pay for sex and you get a treatise on the state of the econony. "Look, kid,
why not go now?"

"You paid for all night," she said, surprised.
"Fine. You were wonderful. But |I'mtired."
"They don't like giving a refund."”

"I don't want a refund."

She | ooked doubtful, but when he started dressing, so did she. "That's an expensive habit," she
sai d.

"What is?"
"Paying for love and then not using up what you pay for."

"Well, right," Hernman said, then added wyly, "we wouldn't want any extra | ove |lying around,
woul d we?"

"Everybody's a conic," she answered, but even at that the habits of the trade stayed. It was
sexy, her smle and her tone of voice, and for a nonment he wondered if he really wanted her to go.
But then he thought of Italy and decided he'd rather be al one.

She ki ssed hi m good-bye-- it was conpany policy-- and then left himalone. He sat up all night,
watching Italy. The inbecile was letting things go. He could have had Arabia around three in the
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norni ng. But instead, he nade a ridicul ous peace treaty that actually gave up land in Egypt.
Stupid! By nmorning, Herman had fallen asleep, but he woke with a headache and called G ey.

"Damm t, what's happeni ng?" Herman denanded.

"Herman, please," Gey said. "W're working hard here.”

"Yeah, and |'mjust sitting around here watching Italy turn to crap."

"Didn't you get an edna toni ght?"

"What the hell business is that of yours?" Herman snapped. "Buy ltaly, Gey!"
"Thi s Abner Doon, the assistant ninister of colonization, he's pretty adanant."

"Offer himthe noon."

"It's already owned. But | offered himeverything el se. He just |aughed. He just told you to
wat ch the gane and you' d see a real genius at work."

"Cenius! The man's a noron! Already he--" and Herman | aunched into a description of the
stupidities of the night before.

"Look, I"'mnot into International Ganes," Gey finally said. "You know that, that's why you
hired me. OK? So let's just have me do ny job and you follow the scoreboard."

"So when are you going to do your job?"
Grey sighed. "Do we have to do this on the phone, with Mdther's Little Boys listening in?"
"Let '"emlisten.”

"All right, I've tried to trace who's controlling this Doon. The nan has connections, but
they're all legitimate. | can't find a bankroll, all right? So how can | get the people who are
paying himto sell out if |I can't find who's paying hinP"

"Can't he have an accident or sonething?"

Gey was silent for a nonent. "This is the tel ephone, M. Nuber, and it's illegal to suggest
crimnal activities over the tel ephone.”

"Sorry."
"It's also very stupid. Do you want ne to lose ny |license?"
"They don't listen to every conversation."

"All right, keep praying. But we don't do anything crinmnal. Now sit and watch the holo or
sonet hi ng. "

Her man punched of f the phone and sat at the conputer termnal. Italy had just |aunched a
poi ntl ess, half-assed war in Quiana. CGuiana! As if anything that happened there mattered. And it
was such a naked act of aggression that the alliances were starting to formagainst Italy. Stupid!

He had to do sonething to take his mind off the delay. He punched in a private ganme, offered it
for free for any taker, nornmal specs, and pretty soon he had a good five-nman gane of Acquitaine
going. He won it in seven hours. Pathetic. The great players were all on the broadcast ganes.
What ' s keepi ng G ey?

"Not hi ng's keeping ne," Grey insisted when he finally cane to Hernan's flat that night. "I'm
perform ng heroic tasks for you, Herman."

"Swinging on vines isn't doing a damm bit of good."

Gey smled, trying to like Herman's sense of hunor. "Look, Herman, you're mny biggest client.
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And you're famous. And you're inportant. |1'd have to be an idiot not to be doing ny best for you
I've got three agencies out researching everything about this Doon. And all we can find out is
that he's nothing |i ke what we first thought."”

"Cood. What do we think now?"
"He's rich. Richer than you could imagine."
"I can imagine infinite wealth. Gve ne credit."”

"He's got connections all over Capitol. He knows everybody, or at |east knows the people who
know everybody. Right? And all his noney is in trusts and investnments in dummy corporations that
own dumy banks that own dummy industries that own half this dam pl anet."

"I'n other words," Hernman said, "he's self-enployed."

"Sel f-enpl oyed, but he ain't sellin', you see. He doesn't need the noney. He could | ose
everything you own in pinochle and still like the guy who won it."

Her man grimaced, "Grey, you sure have a way of nmking nme feel poor."

"I"'mtrying to tell you what you're up agai nst. Because this guy's twenty-seven years old. |
mean, he's young!"

But sonething didn't fit. "I thought you told ne he wasn't on sonec."
"That's the craziest thing, Herman. He isn't. He's never gone under at all."
"What is he, a religious fanatic?"

"His only religion seens to be wecking your life, M. Nuber, if | may be so bold. He won't
sell. And he won't tell why. And as long as he doesn't go on sonmec, he doesn't have to sell. It's
as sinple as that."

"What have | ever done to hinP Wiy should he want to do this to ne?"
"He said he hoped you wouldn't take it personally."

Her man shook his head, furious and yet unable to find a reason adequate for his fury-- or an
adequate way to express it. The nman had to be reachabl e.

"You know what | said over the phone?"

"You' d be the first suspect, if anything happened to him Herman," Gey warned. "And it woul dn't
help a bit. The ganme would end for the duration of the investigation. Besides, I'"'mnot in that
busi ness. "

"Everybody's in that business,"” Herman said. "At |east scare him At |east rough himup."

Grey shrugged. "I1'Il try it." He stood up to go.

"Herman, | suggest you go back into business for a while. Make a little nore noney, get the fee
of it again. Meet sone people; try to get the gane out of your system If you don't play ltaly
this time, you can play it on your next waking."

Herman didn't answer, and Grey let hinmself out.
At three o' clock in the norning, Herman, exhausted, finally slept.

At about four-thirty, he was wakened by the alarnms going off in his flat. He groggily pulled
hi nsel f out of bed and staggered to the door of his bedroom Alarnms were pro fornma-- no one of his
cl ass was ever burglarized, at |least not while the residents were at hone.

H s worries about theft, were soon dispelled, however. The three men who canme in all carried
smal |, tight |eather bags, filled with sonmething hard. How hard they were Herman wasn't eager to
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find out.
"Who are you?"

They sai d nothing, just approached himsilently, slowy. He realized that he was cut off, both
fromthe front door and the enmergency exit. He backed into the bedroom One of the men reached out
a hand, and Hernman found hinsel f crushed agai nst the doorjanb.

"Don't hurt ne," he said.

The first man, taller than the others, tapped Herman's shoul der with his bludgeon. Now Her man
knew how hard it was. The tapping continued, getting harder and harder, but the rhythmwas steady.
Her man stood frozen, unable to nove, as the pain gradually increased. And then, suddenly, the nan
shifted his weight, swng the bludgeon backhand, and Herman's ribs were smashed. The breath | eft
himin a grunt, and pain |like great hands tearing apart his insides swept up and down his body.

The agony was unbear abl e.

They were just begi nning.

* k% %

"No doctors, no hospital, nothing. No," Herman said, trying to summon a forceful tone of voice
fromhis battered chest.

"Herman," Grey said, "your ribs nay be broken."

"They aren't."”
"You're not a doctor."

"I have the best nmedical kit in the city, and it said that nothing was broken. Woever those
bastards were |ast night, they know what they're doing."

Grey sighed. "I know who those bastards were, Hernan."

Herman | ooked at Grey in surprise, alnost rising fromthe bed, though the pain stopped him as
abruptly as if he were strapped down.

"They were the nen | hired to rough up Abner Doon."
Her mran noaned. "Grey, no, it can't be-- how could he have tal ked themout of it?"

"They had an ironclad contract. They've worked for ne before. | have no idea how Doon subverted
them"” Grey | ooked worried. "He has power where | didn't expect it. They' ve been offered noney
before-- a | ot of noney-- but they always kept their contracts. Except when | hired themto teach
Doon a | esson.”

"l wonder," Hernman said, "if he |learned anything."

"I wonder," Gey added, nore to the point, "if you did."

The days passed, and soon Herman was abl e to hobble back into the room where the conputer screen
donmi nated one wall, where the holo of the world of Europe 1914d rotated slowy. \Watever Doon's
notive was, Herman saw countl ess proofs of the fact that Doon knew nothi ng about playing
International Ganes. He didn't even learn fromhis own m stakes. The forcible occupation of Cuiana
was followed by a pointless attack on Afghani stan, which had already been a client state, driving
several other client states to the eneny alliance. But Herman's rage finally faded, and he glumy
wat ched as the position of Italy worsened.

Italy's enemies weren't particularly brilliant. They coul d have been defeated-- could still be
defeated, if only Hernman could get to play.

It was when a revolution flared in England that Herman cl osed his eyes, hoping G ey would drop
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dead.
"Forget the gane. Buy Italy next tine. Doon's got to go under sonec sonetine."
Herman didn't open his eyes, and G ey went away.
Her man began to rage again.

From t he begi nning of the gane, Herman had established a carefully benign dictatorship as the
government of the Italian Enpire, with local autonony on, many nmatters. It was not oppressive. It
was guaranteed to elimnate any chance of revolution. Any rebellions were ruthlessly suppressed,
while territories that didn't rebel were lavishly rewarded. It had been years since Herman had had
to worry about the internal politics of Italy.

But when the English revolution began, Herman began to scan Doon's activities in the interna
affairs of the enpire. Doon had pointlessly changed things, taxing the popul ace, enphasizing the
di fference between the rich and poor, the powerful and the weak. He had al so oppressed | oca
nationalities, conpelling themto learn Italian, and the conputer had brought the inevitable
result-- resentment, rebellion, and at |ast revolution

What was Doon doing? Surely he could see the result of his actions. Surely he could tell that he
was doi ng everything-- or at |east something-- wong. Surely he would realize he was out of his
class in this gane, and sell Italy while he still could. Surely--

"Grey," Herman said over the phone, "this Doon. Is he stupid?"
"If heis, it's the best-kept secret on Capitol."

"His gane is too stupid to believed. Totally stupid. He's doing everything wong. Anything that
could be done right, he's done the opposite. Does that sound like himto you?"

"Doon's built up a financial enmpire fromnothing to the largest |'ve ever heard of on Capitol
and done it in only eleven years since his nmgjority," Grey answered. "That doesn't sound I|ike
him"

"Whi ch neans that either he's not playing the gane hinsel f--"

"No, he's playing, that's the |aw and the conputer says he's following it--"
"Or he's deliberately playing to | ose.”

Grey's shrug was al nost audi bl e. "Way woul d anybody do that?"

"I want to neet him"

"He'll never cone."

"On sone neutral ground, soneplace that neither of us controls.”

"Herman, you don't know this nman. If you don't control the ground, he does-- or will, by the
me neeting takes place. There is no neutral ground."

t
"I want to neet him Gey. | want to find out what the hell he's doing with ny enpire.”

And Herman went back to watching as the revolution in England was put down brutally. Brutally,
but not thoroughly. The conmputer showed armed bands still roaming in Wales and the Scottish
hi ghl ands, and urban guerrillas still alive in London, Manchester, and Liverpool. Doon could see
that information, too. But he chose to ignore it. And chose to ignore the revol uti onary novenent
gaining force in Germany, the brigands harassing the farners in Mesopotam a, the Chinese
encroachments in Siberia.

Asi ni ne.

And the fabric of a well-wought enpire began to conme apart.
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The tel ephone sent its gentle buzz into the flexible speaker in his pillow, and Herman awoke.
Not even opening his eyes, he said into the pillow, "I'm asleep, drop dead."

"This is Gey."

"You're fired, Gey."

"Doon says he'll nmeet with you."

"Call mnmy secretary for an appointnent."

"But he says he'll only neet with you if you can cone to the C24b tube station within thirty
m nutes. "

"That isn't even in ny sector,” Herman conpl ai ned.
"So he isn't trying to nake it easy for you."

Her man groaned and got out of bed, dressed in a suit that |ooked far fromnatty as he sagged out
of the flat and into the corridors. The tubes were running a half-schedule at that tinme of
nmor ni ng, and Hernman stunbled into one and followed the route that et himto station C24b. It was
even | ess crowded than Herman's own area, and there on the platformwaited an unprepossessi ng
young man, only a little taller than Herman hinsel f. He was al one.

"Doon?" Hernman asked.
"Grandf ather," the young nman answered. Herman | ooked at hi m bl ankly. G andfather?
"Not possible."

"Abner Doon, colt, out of filly Sylvaii, daughter of Herman Nuber and Birniss Hunmbol. An
adm rabl e pedigree, don't you think?"

Her man was appalled. After all these solitary years, to discover that his young tornentor was a

relative-- "Dammit, boy, | have no family. Wat is this, vengeance for a divorce a hundred years
ago? | paid your grandnother well. If you're telling the truth."

But Doon only snmiled. "Actually, Gandfather, | don't give a dam about your liaison and | ack of
it with ny grandnother. | don't |ike her anyway, and we haven't spoken in years. She says |I'mtoo
much i ke you. And so now when she conmes out of somec, she doesn't even look ne up. | visit her

just to be annoying."
"Atrait you seemto specialize in."

"You find a long-lost grandchild, and already you're trying to cause division in the fanily.
What an ugly way of dealing with famly crises.”

And Doon turned on his heel. Since they hadn't yet discussed the game, Hernman had no choi ce but
to follow "Listen, boy," Herman said as he trotted doggedly behind the younger man's brisk wal k
"I don't know what your purpose is with ny gane, but you certainly don't need any noney. And
you're certainly not going to win any bets, not the way you're playing."

Doon snil ed over his shoul der and went on wal king down the corridors. "It rather depends,
doesn't it, on whit |I'mbetting on."

"You mean you're betting that you'll |ose? The way you' re playing, you d never get any takers."

"No, Grandfather. As a matter of fact, |'mholding bets made nonths ago. Bets that Italy woul d
be destroyed and utterly gone from Europe 1914d within two nonths of your waking."

"Uttedy destroyed!" Hernman | aughed. "Not a chance of that, boy. | built too well, even for a
ganes noron |ike you."

Doon touched a door and it slid open
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"Come in, G andfather."
"Not a chance, Doon. Wat kind of fool do you take ne for?"

"A rather snmall one, actually,” Doon said, and Herman foll owed the younger nan's gaze to the two

men st andi ng behind him
"Whore did they cone fron?" Herman asked stupidly.

"They're ny friends. They're conming to this party with us. | like to keep nyself surrounded by
friends."

Her man fol | owed Doon inside.

The setting was austere, functional, alnost middle-class in its plainness. But the walls were
lined with real wood-- Herman recognized it at a glance-- and the computer that overwhel ned the
smal | front roomwas the nost expensive, nost self-contained nodel avail abl e.

"G andf ather," Doon said, "contrary to what you think, | brought you here toni ght because, for
all that you' ve been a renmarkably bad parent and grandparent, | feel sone residual desire for you
not to hate ne."

"You | ose," Herman replied. The two thugs grinned noronically at him
"You haven't had much connection with the real world lately," Doon conmmented.
"More than | wanted.”

"I nstead you' ve devoted your life and your fortune building up an enpire on a shadow world that
exists only in the conputer.”

"My Lord, boy, you sound like a clergyman."”

"Mother wanted ne to be a mnister,"” Doon said. "She was al ways pathetically hunting for her
father-- you, if you recall-- but this time a father who'd not desert her. Sadly, sadly,
G andf at her, she finally found that surrogate parent in God."

"At least | thought |I'd bequeath a child of mne sone good sense,” Herman said in disgust.
"You' ve bequeat hed nmore than you know. "
The worl d of Europe 1914d appeared on the holo. Italy was pinkly doni nant.

"It's beautiful,” Doon said, and Herman was surprised by the honest admiration in his voice.
"Nice of you to notice," Herman replied.

"No one but you could have built it."

"I know. "

"How | ong do you think it would take to destroy it?"

Her man | aughed. "Don't you know your history, boy? Rone was falling fromthe end of the republic
on, and it took fifteen hundred years for the last remant to fall. England' s power was fading
fromthe' eventeenth century on, but nobody noticed because it kept gathering real estate. It
stayed i ndependent for another four hundred years. Enpires don't fall easily, boy."

"What woul d you say about an enpire failing in a week?"
"That it wasn't a well-built enpire, then.”

"What about yours, G andfather?"
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"Stop calling me that."

"How wel | have you built?"

Herman gl ared at Doon. "No one has ever built better."
"Napol eon?"

"His enmpire didn't outlive him"

"And yours will outlive you?"

"Even a total inconpetent could keep it intact."

Doon | aughed. "But we're not tal king about a total inconpetent, G andfather. W' re tal king about
your own grandson, who has everything you ever had, only nore of it."

Her man stood up. "This nmeeting is pointless. | have no famly. | |ost custody of mny daughter
because | didn't want her. | don't know, and | certainly don't want her offspring. I'll be under
sonec in a few nonths, and when | wake up I'Il take Italy, whatever danage you' ve done to it, and

build it back."

Doon | aughed. "But Hernman. Once a country has ceased to exist, it can't be brought back into the
ganme. When I'mthrough with Italy, it'll be a conputer standard country, and you won't be able to
buy it."

"Look, boy," Herman said coldly, "do you plan to keep me here against nmy will?"

"Youre the one who asked for a neeting."

"I regret it."

"Seven days, G andfather, and Italy will be gone."

"l nconcei vabl e. "

"I actually plan to do it in four days, but sonmething m ght go wong."

"OfF all crimnals, the worst are those who see beauty only as an opportunity for destruction."”
"Good- bye, Grandfather."

But at the door, Herman turned to Doon and pl eaded, "Why are you doing this? Wiy don't you
stop?"

"Beauty is in the eye of the behol der."
"Can't you wait until next tinme? Can't you let me have Italy for this waking?"

Doon only smiled. "G andfather, | know how you play. If you had Italy this waking, you'd take
over the world, wouldn't you? And then the gane would end."

"Of course.”

"That's why | have to destroy Italy now- while |I still can."”
"Way Italy? Wiy not go ruin sonebody el se's enpire?"

"Because, Grandfather, it's no challenge to destroy the weak."

Herman | eft, and the door slid shut behind him He went back to the tube, and it took himto his
hone station. At hone, the holo of the globe was still dom nated by pink. Hernan stopped and
| ooked at it, and even as bg watched, a |arge section of Siberia changed colors. He no | onger
raged at Doon's inconpetence. The boy was obviously conpensating for a m serably religious
chi | dhood, which he blaned on his grandfather. But no anpunt of talent the boy m ght have could
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possi bly dismenber Italy. The conputer was too rigidly realistic. Once the conputer-sinulated
popul ace of Italy realized what Doon's character, the dictator, was doing, the unchanging | aws of
i nteracti on between governnment and governed woul d oust him He would be conpelled to sell, and
Her man could buy. And rebuild all the danmmge.

Engl and rebel |l ed agai n, and Herman went to bed.

But he woke gasping, and renenbered that in his dream he had been crying. Wwy? But even as he
tried to renenber, the dreamslipped fromhis nmind s grasp, and he could only renenber that it had
sonething to do with his former wife

He went to the conputer and cleared it of the game. Birniss Hunbol. The conputer summoned her
picture to the screen, and Hernman | ooked as she went through a sequence of facial expressions. She
was beautiful then, and the conputer awakened menories.

A courtship that had been oddly chaste-- perhaps religion was already in Birniss's blood, only
to surface fully in her daughter. Their weddi ng night had been their first intercourse, and Herman
| aughed at how it had been-- Birniss, worldly and wise, so strangely timd as she confessed her
unpr epar edness to her husband. And Hernan, tender and careful, |eading her through the nysteries.
And at the end, her asking him "Is that all?"

"I't"ll be better later," he had said, nore than a little hurt.
"It wasn't half as bad as | expected," she answered. "Do it again."

They had done everything together. Everything, that is, but the game. And it was a crucial time
for Italy. He began going to bed later and later, talking to her less, and even then tal king of
nothing but Italy and the affairs of his small but beautiful world.

There was no other man when she divorced him and to satisfy a whimof curiosity he | ooked up
her name in the vital statistics bank. He wasn't surprised when the conmputer told himthat she had
never remarried, though she hadn't kept his nane.

Had there been sonething remarkabl e about their marriage, so that she'd never marry again? O
was it sinply that she had only trusted one nan, and then found that marriage wasn't what she'd
want ed-- or sex, either, by extension. Her hurt had poi soned their daughter; her hurt had poi soned
Doon. Poor boy, Herman thought. The sins of the fathers. But the divorce, however regrettable, had
been inevitable. To save the narriage, Hernman woul d have had to sacrifice the game. And never in
history, real or feigned, had there been such a thing of beauty as his Italy. Dissertations had
been witten on it, and he knew that he was acclainmed by the students of alternate histories as
the greatest genius ever to have played. "A match for Napol ean, Julius, or Augustus." He
remenbered that one, and |i kewi se the statenent of one professor who had pleaded for an interview
until Herman's vanity no |longer allowed himto resist: "Herman Nuber, not even America, not even
Engl and, not even Byzantium conpared to your Italy for stability, for grace, for power." High
prai se, coning froma man who had specialized in real European history, with the chauvinismof the
historian for the era he studied.

Doon. Abner Doon, And when the | ad had proven hinmself no match for his grandfather's gifts as a
bui | der, what woul d happen to hin®

Her man found hinsel f, as he dozed at the conputer, daydream ng of a reconciliation of sone Kkind.
Abner Doon enbracing himand sayi ng, G andfather, you built too well. You built for all tine.
Forgi ve ny presunption.

Even Herman's dreans, he realized as he awdke, even ny dreans require the surrender of everyone
around ne. Birniss's inmage was still on the screen. He erased her, and began to scan ltaly.

The entire enpire was being swept by revolution fromone end to the other. Even in the honel and
on the Italic Peninsula. Herman stared in disbelief. It had only been overnight, and suddenly all
the revol utions had cone at once.

It was unprecedented in history. How could the conputer have been so nad? It had to be a
mal functi on. Many enpires had faced rebellion, but never, never so general-- never universa
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revol ution. Even the arnmy was in nutiny. And the enenies of Italy were nadly plunging over the
borders to take advantage of the situation

"Grey!" Herman shouted over the phone. "Grey, do you know what hes doi ng?"

"How can | help it?" Gey asked nastily. "Al'l the ganmesplayers on ny staff have been chattering
about it all norning."

"How did he do it?"

"Look, Herman, you're the games expert. | don't even play, all right? And |I've got work to do.
Did you neet with hinP"

"Yes."

" And?"

"He's my grandson."

"I wondered if he'd tell you."

"You knew?"

"OfF course," Gey answered. "And | had his psychol ogi cat profile. Do you think I would have | et
you neet himalone if | hadn't been sure he had no intention of harning you?"

"Not harm ng nme? What about those wal king turds he had beat me to a pudding | ast week?"
"Retaliation, Herman, that's all. He's a good retaliator."

"You're fired!" Herman shouted, slanming the button on the console that disconnected the
conversation. And he watched grimy, hour after hour, as the loyal fragments of Italy's arny
attenpted to cope with the mutiny and revol ution and invasion all at once. It was inpossible, and
by late afternoon, the only pink areas on the globe were in Gaul, lberia, Italy itself, and a
smal | pocket in Pol and.

The conputer reported that Doon's persona, the dictator of Italy, had vani shed, and woul d-be
assassins couldn't put himto death. And as Rone itself fell to an invading arnmy from Nigeria and
Anerica, he knew that now defeat and destruction were inevitable. |Inpossible yesterday, inevitable
t oday.

Still he fought his despair, and sent an urgent nessage to Gey, forgetting that he had fired
himthat norning. Grey responded as deferently as ever

"Offer to buy Italy," Herman said.
"Now? The thing's in ruins."

"I might pull it out. I still mght. Surely he's proved his point by now"

"I try," Gey said.

But by late evening, there was no pink on the board. The other players and the conputer's
i roncl ad adherence to the laws of public behavior had | eft the gane no chance of Italy's rebirth.
The information appeared on the status lists. "lIran: newly independent; Italy: discontinued;
Japan: at war with China and India over the domination of Siberia..." No special notice. Nothing.
Italy: discontinued.

Gimy Herman played back all the information he could find in the computer. How had Doon done
it? It was inpossible. But for hours as he pored over the information the conputer gave him
Her man began to see the endl ess machinations that Doon had set in notion, always postponing
revolution here, advancing it there, antagonizing here, soothing there, so that when the ful
revol ution erupted it was universal; so that when Italy's defeat was obvious, there was no
lingering desire to have sone fragnent of it remain. He had gauged the hatred better than the
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conputer itself; he had destroyed nore thoroughly than any man had ever built. And in his
bitterness at the wecking of his creation, Herman still had to recognize a kind of majesty in
what Doon had done. But it was a satanic nmmjesty, a regal power to destroy.

"A mghty hunter before the Lord," said Doon, and Herman whirled to see Doon standing in his
l'iving room

"How did you get in here," Herman stanmmered.

"l have connections,"” Doon said, smling. "I knew you' d never let me in, and | had to see you."

"You' ve seen ne," Herman said, and turned away.
"I't went faster than | thought it would," Doon said.
"dad to know something could surprise you."

Doon m ght have said nore, but at that point Herman's self-control, overstrained that day, broke
down. He didn't weep, but he did grip the console of the conputer far too tightly, as if afraid
that when he let go the centrifugal force of Capitol's rotation would throw himinto space.

Grey and two doctors cane at Doon's anonynous call, and the doctors pried Herman's fingers away
hvm t he console and led himto bed. A sedative and sone instructions to Gey, and they |left again.
It was only mld-- too much in one day, that's all. He'd feel nuch better when he woke up

* k% %

Hernman felt nmuch better when he woke up. He had sl ept dream essly-- the sedatives did their work
well. The false sunlight streamed through his expensive artificial w ndow, which seenmed to open on
the countryside outside Florence, though of course in reality nothing but another flat much |ike
his own was on the other side of that wall. Herman | ooked at the sunlight and wondered if the
illusion was good. He had been born on Capitol-- he had no idea whether sunlight really streaned
into wi ndows that way.

Under the dazzling Iight, Abner Doon sat on a chair, asleep. Seeing himbrought a flood of
feelings back to Herman-- but he retained his control, and the vestiges of the drugs rmade him
oddly cal m about things, after all. He watched his grandson's sleeping face and wondered how so
much hatred could be hidden there.

Doon awoke. He | ooked immediately at his grandfather, saw that he was awake, and sniled gently.
But he said nothing. Just stood and carried his chair closer to Herman's bed. Herman wat ched him
silently, and wondered what was going to happen. But the drug kept saying, "I don't care what
happens, " and Hernman didn't care what was going to happen

"Is it all discharged?" he asked softly, and Doon only smiled nore broadly.

"You're so young," Doon said. And then, so quickly that Herman had no tine (and the drug gave
himno inclination) to resist, the younger man reached out and touched Hernman's forehead lightly.
The hand was dry, and it traced the faint |ines that had begun to cleave the skin. "You're so
young. "

Am | ? Herman thought, as he rarely did, of howold he was in real time. He had gone on sonec--
what, seventy years ago? At his average rate of one out of four, that nmeant it had been only
sevent een years of subjective tine since he had first been able to use the sleeping drug, the gift
of eternal life. Seventeen years. And all of them devoted to building Italy. And yet.

And yet those seventeen years hadn't even been half the tine he had |ived. Subjectively, he
wasn't forty yet. Subjectively, he could start again. Subjectively, there was nore than enough
time for himto nake an enpire that even Doon couldn't break down.

"But | can't, can |?" Herman asked, unaware that his question arose from private thoughts.
Yet Doon understood. "I|'ve | earned everything you know about building, G andfather," he said.

"But you'll never understand what |'ve |earned about tearing down."
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Herman smled wanly, the only kind of snle available to himunder the drug. "It's a field of
study | largely ignored."

"And yet it's the only one with eternal results. Build well, and eventually your beautiful
creation, Grandfather, with or without ny help, eventually it will fall. But destroy thoroughly,
destroy effectively, and what was wecked will never be rebuilt. Never."

And the drug took Herman's fury and hatred and turned it into regret and gentle grief. Tears
spun from his eyel ashes as he blinked.

"Italy was beautiful," he said.
Doon only nodded.

And as the tears now began to fl ow snoothly onto the pillow, Hernman whi npered, "Wy'd you do it
boy?"

"It was practice."
"Practice for what?"
"Savi ng the human race.”

The drug pernitted Herman to smile a little at that. "Quite a warm up, boy. Wat can you dystroy
now, after ltaly?"

Doon said nothing. He just wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked through it.
"Do you know what's goi ng on outside your w ndow?"
Her man munbl ed, "No."

"Peasants are pressing olives. And bringing food to Florence. A lovely scene, G andfather. Very
pastoral ."

"Does that nean it's spring? O autum?"

"Who renenbers?" Doon asked. "Wio cares? The seasons are what we say they are on every world in
the Enmpire, and on Capitol we care nothing for seasons at all. W've nastered everything, haven't
we? The Enpire is powerful, and even the attenpts of the eneny to attack us are only the annoyance
of nosquitoes.”

The word nosquito nmeant nothing to Herman, but he was too weary to ask

"Grandfather, the Enpire is stable. Not as perfect as Italy, perhaps, but strong and stable and
with somec keeping the elite alive for centuries, what force coul d possibly topple the Enpire?"

Her man struggled to think. He had never thought of the Enpire as being a nation, like those in
the International Games. The Enpire was-- was reality. Nothing would ever hurt it. "Nothing can
hurt the Enpire," Hernman said.

"l can," Doon said.
"You' re insane," Herman answered.

"Probably," Doon said, and then the conversation |agged and the drug deci ded that Hernman woul d
eep. He slept.

S

* % %

"I want to see Doon," Hernan told G ey.

"I woul d have thought," Grey answered nildly, "that you'd seen enough of himlast nonth."
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"I want to see him"

"Herman, this is beconing an obsession. The doctors say | can't let you do anything to upset
yoursel f. If you'll just behave reasonably for a few nonths, we can get you back on sonec and
can give you back fifty percent of your power of attorney."

"I don't like being considered insane."
"It's just a technicality. It's keeping you alive, you know. "
"Grey, all I've done is try to warn--"

"Don't start that. The doctors are nonitoring this call. Herman, this Enpire isn't interested in
your pathetic theories about Doon--"

"He said it hinself!"

"Abner Doon destroyed Italy. It was ugly, it was cruel, it was pointless, but it was |egal. Now
to fantasize that he's also out to destroy the Enpire--"

"I't's not a fantasy!" Herman roared.
"Herman, the doctors said | have to call it a fantasy to help you see reality."”
"He's going to weck the Enpire! He can do it!"

"That kind of talk is treason, Herman. Stop talking |ike that and we can get you decl ared
| egal |y sane again. But if you say things |ike that when you're responsible for yourself, you can
be executed very quickly by Mdther's Little Boys."

"Grey, whether I'msane or not, | want to talk to Doon!"

"Herman, drop it. Forget it. It was just a game. He was your grandson. He was hurt, he tried to
hurt you back. But don't let it damage you like this."

"Grey, tell the doctors |I want to talk to Doon!"
Grey sighed. "I'Il tell themon one condition."

"What's that?"

"That if they give you one neeting with Doon, you'll never ask for another."
"I promise. | only want one neeting."
"Then I'1l do ny best."

Grey switched of f the phone, and Herman di sconnected his end. The tel ephone now woul d only
connect himto Gey's office. He could make no other calls. He couldn't open the door. And his
conmput er would no | onger let himwatch the broadcast gamnes.

It was only an hour before Grey was back on the phone.
"Wel |1 ?" Hernman asked eagerly.

"They said yes."

"Connect me then!" Herman demanded.

"I already tried. Inpossible.”

"How can it be inpossible? He'll talk to nme! I know he will!"

"He's under sonec, Hernman. He went under only a few days after he wecked-- after the ganme. He
won't be awake for three years."
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And with a whi nper Herman di sconnected the phone again.

* k *

It took five years of therapy-- five years without sonec-- for Herman at last to adnit that his
fear of Doon was abnormal, and that actually Doon had never hinted that he neant to weck the
Empire. OF course Herman had said that fromthe begi nning, as soon as he realized that was what
the doctors wanted to hear. But the machines enforced truth, and it was not until the machi nes
told the doctors that Herman was not |ying when he said those things that the doctors at |ast
pronounced himcured and Gey's staff (Grey was under sonec at the tine) released fifty percent of
Herman's power of attorney to him Herman promptly signed it all back and went under sonec, trying
to snatch back the years of somec sleep that had been taken fromhimwhile the doctors cured him
of his ridicul ous del usions.

For nearly a century, Doon's and Herman's wakings failed to coincide. At first Herman hadn't
tried to | ook Doon up-- the cure had taken fromhim for a while at |east, any curiosity about his
grandson. Then he had |l earned to | ook back on the strange epi sode that had so changed his life
wi t hout fear or anger; and he had pored over the records of the fanous gane. Many books had been
witten on it-- The Rise and Fall of Nuber's Italy was over two thousand views |ong. And as he
phil osophically studied the structure he had built and the way it had fallen, the desire grewin
himto neet his opponent and grandson. Not again, because the doctors had convinced Herman utterly
of the truth that he hadn't seen Doon at all after the battle.

But when Herman tried to | ook up Abner Doon's waki ng schedul e at the sl eeproom he was inforned
that Doon's wakings were a matter of state security. That neant only one thing-- Doon was sl eeping
| onger than the absol ute maxi mum of ten years and waki ng | ess than the absol ute nini mrum of two
months. It meant he was in a power group inaccessible even to nost governnment officials. And it
i ncreased Herman's desire to see him

It was not until Herman had reached the subjective age of seventy that he finally succeeded.
Centuries of Enpire history had passed, and Herman followed themcarefully. He read everything he
could get into his conputer on history-- Enpire and otherwi se. He wasn't sure what he was | ooking
for; but he was sure that he had never found it. And then one day his inquiry at the sleeproom
brought himthe informati on that Abner Doon was awake. They woul dn't tell himhow | ong Doon had
been awake or how soon he woul d sl eep again, but it was enough. Herman sent the nessage, and to
his surprise, a nessage returned that Doon would see him That Doon woul d even cone to him

Herman fretted for hours, wondering now what it was he had wanted to see Doon for. There was no
filial feeling, Herman decided. Fanmily was nothing to him It was the wish of a great player to
meet the man who had defeated him that's all. Napolean's w sh, just before his death, to talk to
Wellington. Hitler's mad craving to speak to Roosevelt. Julius's dying passion to converse, for
just a nonment as the bl ood poured fromhim wth Brutus.

What's in the mnd of the man who destroyed you? That was the question that had nagged at
Herman's mnd for years, and he wondered, now, if he would find the answer. And yet this would be
his only chance. Herman's five years of therapy had cost himdearly, and he could see-- as so few
others could-- his nortality waiting around the corner. Somec only postponed, it did not end.

"Grandfather," said a gentle voice, and Hernan woke abruptly. Wen had he fallen asleep? No
matter. Before himstood the short, now rather portly man that he recognized as his grandson. It
was shocking to see how young Doon was, though. Hardly ol der than when they had | ocked horns so
nmany, many years ago

"My | egendary opponent,” said Hernman, extending his hand.

Doon took the offered fingers, but instead of gripping them he spread the old man's hand on
his. "Even sonec takes its toll, doesn't it?" he asked, and the sadness in his eyes told Herman
that, after all, sonmeone el se understood the death that sonec so cleverly carried within its life-
preserving proni se.

"Way did you want to see ne?" Doon asked
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And heavy, slow, inexplicable tears rolled out of Herman's aging eyes. "I don't know," he said.
"I just wanted to know how you were doing."

"I''mdoing well," Doon said. "My departnment has col oni zed dozens of worlds in the last few
centuries. The eneny's on the run-- we're going to outpopulate himif he doesn't do the sanme. The
Enmpire's grow ng. "

"I"'mso glad. dad the Enpire's growing. Building on enpire's such a lovely thing." Pointlessly
he added, "I built an enpire once."

"I know," Doon said. "I destroyed it."
"Ch yes, yes," Herman said. "That's why | wanted to see you."

Doon nodded and waited for the question

"I wondered. | wanted to know why you chose ne. Wiy you decided to do it. | can't renenber why,
you know. My nenory isn't all it was."

Doon sniled and held the old man's hand. "No one's nenory is, Gandfather. | chose you because
you were the greatest. | chose you because you were the highest nountain | could clinb."

"But why did you-- why did you tear? Wiy didn't you build another enpire, and rival ne?" That
was the question. Ah, yes, that's the question, Herman decided. It was so nmuch nore sati sfying
though he still felt a snmall doubt. Hadn't he once had a conversation with Doon in which Doon
answered hi n? Never. No.

Doon | ooked distant. "You don't know the answer ?"

"Ch," Herman said, |aughing, "I was once quite nmad, you know, and thought you were out to weck
the Empire. They cured ne."

Doon nodded, | ooking sad.
"But I'mquite better now, and | want to know. Just want to know "

"I tore-- | attacked your enpire, G andfather, because it was too beautiful to finish. If you
had finished it, won the ganme, the game woul d have ended, and then what woul d have happened? It
woul dn't have been remenbered for very long. But now- it's renenbered forever."

"Funny, isn't it," Herman said, losing the thread of the conversation before Doon finished
speaki ng, "that the greatest builder and the greatest wecker should both cone fromthe sane--
shoul d be grandfather and grandson. Funny, isn't it?"

"It's all inthe family, isn't it?" Doon said with a smile

"I"m proud of you, Doon," Hernman said, and neant it for the tinme being. "I'mglad that if
sonmeone was strong enough to beat ne, it was blood of ny blood. Flesh of ny--"

"Fl esh,” Doon interrupted. "So you're religious after all."

"I don't renenber," Herman said. "Sonething happened to ny nenory, Abner Doon, and |'m not sure
of everything. Was | religious? O was it sonmeone el se?"

Doon's eyes filled with sorrow and he reached out to the old nan sitting on a soft chair. Doon

knelt and enmbraced him "lI'mso sorry," he said. "I didn't know what it would cost you. | truly
didn't."

Herman only | aughed. "Ch, | didn't have any bets out that waking. It didn't cost me a dine."

Doon only held himtighter and said, again, "lI'msorry, G andfather, "

"Ch, well, | don't mind losing," Herman answered. "In the long run, it was only a gane, wasn't
it?"
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LI FELOOP

Jellicle Cats are black and white, Jellicle Cats are rather snmall; Jellicle Cats are nmerry and
bright, And pleasant to hear when they caterwaul

-- T. S. Eliot, The Song of the Jellicles
Arran lay on her bed, weeping. The sound of the door slamming still rang through her flat. Finally

she rolled over, |ooked at the ceiling, w ped tears away delicately with her fingers, and then
said, "Wat the hell."

Dranatic pause. And then, at last (at long last) a |loud buzzer sounded. "All clear, Arran," said
the voice fromthe conceal ed speaker, and Arran groaned, swung around to sit on the bed,
unstrapped the |l oop recorder fromher naked leg, and threw it tiredly against the wall. It
smashed.

"Do you have any idea how nuch that equi pment costs?" Triuff asked, reproachfully.

"I pay you to know," Arran said, putting on a robe. Triuff found the tie and handed it to her
As Arran threaded it through the |loops, Triuff exulted. "The best ever. A hundred billion Arran
Handul |y fans are aching to pay their seven chops to get in to watch. And you gave it to them"

"Seventeen days," Arran said, glaring at the other woman. "Seventeen stinking days. And three of
themwi th that bastard Courtney."

"He's paid to be a bastard. It's his persona.™

"He's pretty dammed convincing. If you get ne even three minutes with himnext time, 1'll sack
you. "

Arran strode out of her flat, barefoot and clad only in the robe. Triuff followed, her high-
heel ed shoes naking a clicking rhythmthat, to Arran anyway, always seened to be sayi ng, "Mney,
nmoney, noney." Except when it was saying, "Screw your nother, screw your nother." Good manager
Billions in the bank

"Arran," Triuff said. "I know you're very tired."
"Ha," Arran said.
"But while you were recording | had time to do a little business--"

"While | was recording you had tine to manufacture a planet!" Arran snarled. "Seventeen days!
I'"man actress, I'mnot going for the guiness. |I'mthe highest paid actress in history, | think
you said in your |atest press releases. So why do | work my tail off for seventeen days when |'m
only awake for twenty-one? Four |ousy days of peace, and then the marathon.”

"Alittle business,"” Triuff went on, unperturbed. "Alittle business that will let you retire."
"Retire?" And wi thout thinking, Arran slowed down her pace.

"Retire. |Imagine-- awake for three weeks, and only guest appearances in other poor slobs' |oops.
Getting paid for having fun."

"Ni ghts to nysel f?"
"We'll turn off the recorder."”

Arran scowl ed. Triuff anended: "You can even take the thing off!"
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"And what do | have to do to earn so nuch? Have an affair with a gorilla?"

"I't's been done," Triuff said, "and it's beneath you. No, this tine we give themtotal reality.
Total !'"

"What do we give them now? Sure, you want nme crap in a glass toilet!"”
"I'"ve made arrangenents," Triuff said, "to have a loop recorder in the Sl eeproom"”

Arran Handul ly gasped and stared at her manager. "In the Sl eeproonml |s nothing sacred!" And then
Arran | aughed. "You nust have spent a fortune! An absolute fortune!"

"Actually, only one bribe was necessary."
"Who' d you bribe, Mther?"

"Very close. Better, in fact, since Mther hasn't got the power to pick her nose without the
consent of the Cabinet. It's Farl Baak."

"Baak! And here | thought he was a decent man."
"It wasn't a bribe. At |least, not for noney."

Arran squinted at Triuff. "Triuff," she said, "I told you that | was willing to act out twenty-
four-hour-a-day |love affairs. But | choose ny own |overs off-canera.”

"You'l | be able to retire."
"I"'mnot a whore!"

"And he said he woul dn't even sleep with you, if you didn't want. He just asked for twenty-four
hours with you two wakings fromnow. To talk. To beconme friends."

Arran | eaned against the wall of the corridor. "It'Il really make that nuch noney?"

"You forget, Arran. Al your fans are in love with you. But no one has ever done what you're
going to do. From a hal f-hour before waking to a half-hour after you've been put to sleep.”

"Before waking and after the somec.'
that, except the Sl eeproom attendants.”

Arran smled. "There's nobody in the Enmpire who's seen

"And we can advertise utter reality. No illusion: you'll see everything that happens to Arran
Hanto daily for three weeks of waking!"

Arran thoughtfully considered for a nonent.
"I't'll be hell," she said.
"You can retire afterward,"” Triuff rem nded her

"Al'l right," Arran agreed. "I'Il do it. But I warn you. No Courtneys. No bores. And no little
boys! "

Triuff | ooked hurt. "Arran-- the little boy was five | oops ago!"

"I remenber every nonent of it," Arran said. "He canme without an instruction booklet. Wat the
hell do | do with a seven-year-old boy?"

"And it was your best acting up to then. Arran, | can't help it-- | have to spring surprises on
you. That's when you're at your best-- dealing with difficulty. That's why you're an artist.
That's why you're a |l egend.”

"That's why you're rich," Arran pointed out, and then she wal ked qui ckly away, heading for the

Sl eeproom Her eligibility began in a half-hour, and every waki ng nonent beyond that was a nonent
I ess of life.
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Triuff followed her as far as she could, giving last-mnute instructions on what to do when she
woke, what to expect in the Sl eeproom how the instructions would be given to her in a way that
she couldn't miss, but that the audi ence watching the hol os wouldn't notice, and finally Arran
made it through the door into the tape and tap, and Triuff had to stay behind.

Gentl e and deferent attendants led her to the plush chair where the sleep helmet waited. Arran
si ghed and sat down, let the helnet slip onto her head, and tried to think happy thoughts as the
tapes took her brain pattern-- all her nenories, all her personality-- and recorded it to restore
her at waking. When it was done, she got up and lazily wal ked to the table, shedding her robe on
the way. She lay down with a groan of relief, and | eaned her head back, surprised that the table,
whi ch | ooked so hard, could be soft.

It occurred to her (it always had before, too, but she didn't know it) that she nmust have done
this same thing twenty-two tinmes before, because she had used sonec that many tines. But since the
somec wi ped clean all the brain activities during the sleep, including nenory, she could never
renenber anything that happened to her after the taping. Funny. They coul d have her nake |love to
all the attendants in the Sl eeproom and she'd never know it.

But no, she realized as the sweet and deferent nmen and woren soot hingly wheeled the table to a
pl ace where nonitoring instrunents waited for her, no, that could never happen. The Sl eeproomis
the one place where no jokes are played, where nothing surprising or outrageous is ever done.
Sonething in the world nust be secure.

Then she giggled. Until ny next waking, that is. And then the Sleeproomw |l be open to all the
billions of poor suckers in the Enpire who never get a chance at the sonec, who have to live out
their neasly hundred years all in a row, while sleepers skip through the centuries |ike stones on
a | ake, touching down only every few years.

And then the sweet young man with the darling cleft chin (pretty enough to be an actor, Arran
noti ced) pushed a needle gently into her arm apol ogi zing softly for the pain.

"That's all right," Arran started to say, but thin she felt a sharp pain in her arm that spread
quick as a fire to every part of her body; a terrible agony of heat the made her sweat |eap from
her pores. She cried out in pain and surprise-- what was happeni ng? Wre they killing her? Wo
could want her to die?

And then the sonec penetrated to her brain and ended all consciousness and all menory. Including
the menory of the pain that she had just felt. And when she woke again she woul d renenber not hing
of the agony of the sonec. It would always and forever be a surprise.

Triuff got the seven thousand ei ght hundred copies of the |atest |oop finished-- nost of them
edited versions that cut out all sleeping hours and bodily functions other than eating and sex,
the small mnority full |oops that truly dedicated (and rich) Arran Handully fans could view in
smal |, private, seventeen-day-long showi ngs. There were fans (crazy people, Triuff had |l ong since
deci ded, but thank Mdther for them) who actually | eased private copies of the unedited | oops and
wat ched them twi ce through on a single waking. That was one hell of a dedicated fan

Once the | oops were turned over to the distributors (and the advance noney was paid into the
Arran Handul Iy Corporation credit accounts) Triuff went to the Sl eeproomherself. It was the price
of being a manager-- up weeks before the star, back under somec weeks after. Triuff would die
centuries before Arran. But Triuff was very phil osophical about it. After all, she kept rem nding
hersel f, she m ght have been a school teacher and never had sonec at all

* k k

Arran woke sweating. Like every other sleeper, she believed that the perspiration was caused by
t he wake-up drugs, never suspecting that she was in that disconfort for the five years of sleep
that had just passed. Her nenories were intact, having been played back into her head, only a few
monents before. And she imedi ately realized that sonmething was fastened to her right thigh-- the
| oop recorder. She was already being taped, along with the roomaround her. For a brief nonent she
rebel l ed, regretting her decision to go along with the scheme. How could she bear to stay in
character for the whol e three weeks?
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But the one unbreakable rule anong lifeloop actors was "The | oop never stops."” No matter what
you do, it's being |ooped, and there was no way to edit a loop. If there was one thing-- one tiny
thing-- that had to be edited out in nid-action, the |oop could sinply be thrown away. The
dedi cated fans wouldn't stand for a loop that junped from one scene to another-- they were al ways
sure that sonething juicy was being left out.

And so, al nost by reflex, she conposed herself into the tragically beautiful, sweet-souled yet
bitter-tongued Arran Handully thit all the fans knew and | oved and paid noney to watch. She
si ghed, and the sigh was seductive. She shuddered fromthe cold air passing across her sweating
body, and turned the shiver into an excuse to open her eyes, blinking themdelicately
(seductively) against the dazzling lights.

And then she got up slowy, |ooked around. One of the ubiquitous attendants was standi ng near by
with a robe; Arran let himhelp her put it on, noving her shoulder just so in a way that nade her
breast rise just that much (never let it jiggle, nothing uglier than jiggling flesh, she rem nded
hersel f); and then she stepped to the newshboards. A quick flash through interplanetary news, and
then a close study of Capitol events for the last five years, updating herself on who had done
what to whom And then she glanced at the game reports. Usually she only flipped a few pages and
read virtually nothing-- the ganes bored her-- but this time she |ooked at it carefully for
several mnutes, pursuing her |ips and making a point of seemng to be dismayed or excited about
i ndi vi dual gane out cones.

Actual 'y, of course, she was reading the schedule for the next twenty-one days. Some of the
nanes were new to her, of course-- actors and actresses who were just reaching a | evel where they
could afford to pay to be in an Arran Handully | oop. And there were other names that she was quite
famliar with, characters her fans would be expecting: Doret, her close friend and roonmate seven
| oops ago, who still canme back now and then to catch up on the news; Twern, that seven-year-old
boy, now nearly fifteen, one of the youngest people ever to go on sonec; old lovers and old
friends, and a few leftovers from feuds on ancient |oops. Which ones would be catty, and which
ones woul d want to make up? Ah, well, she told herself. Plenty of chances to find that out.

A nane far down the |ist |eaped out at her. Hamilton Ferlock! Involuntarily she smled-- caught
herself in the sincere reaction and then decided that it would do no harm- the Arran Hndully
character might smile in just that way over a particular victory in a game. Hamilton Ferl ock
Probably the only mal e actor on Capitol who could be considered to be in her class. They had
started out at the sane tinme, too, and he had been her lover in her first five | oops, back when
she only had a few nonths on sonmec between waki ngs. And now he was going to be in this |oop

She thought a silent blessing for her manager. Triuff had actually done sonething thoughtf ul
And then it was tine to dress and | eave the Sl eeproom and wal k the long corridors to her flat.

She noticed as she wal ked al ong that the corridor had been redecorated, to give the illusion
that sonmehow even the halls she wal ked al ong had cl ass. She touched one of the new panels.
Pl asti c.

She refrained fromgrimcing. Ch well, the audience will never know it isn't really wood, and it
keeps the overhead down. She opened the door of her flat, and Doret screaned in delight and ran to
enbrace her. Arran decided that this tinme she should act a little put out at Doret for sone
i mgi ned slight. Doret |ooked a little surprised, backed away, and then, |ike the consummate
actress that she was (Arran didn't nmind admitting the talents of her co-workers), she took Arran's
quite subtle cue and turned it into a beautiful scene, Doret weeping out a confession that she had
stolen a | over away from Arran several wakings ago, and Arran at first seeming to punish her, then
forgiving. They ended the scene tearfully in each other's arns, and then paused a nonent. Danmt,
Arran thought, Triuff is at it again. Nobody entered to break the scene. They had to go on after
the climax, which neant building it to an even bigger climax within the next three hours Arran was
exhausted when Doret finally left. They had had a westling match, in which they had ripped each
other's clothes to shreds, and finally Doret had pulled a knife on Arran. It was not until Arran
managed to get the weapon away fromher that Doret finally left, and Arran had a chance to rel ax
for a noment.
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Twent y-one days wi thout a break, Arran rem nded herself. And Triuff forcing nme into exhaustion
the first day. I'll fire the bitch, she vowed.

It was the twentieth day, and Arran was sick of the whole thing. Five parties, and a coupl e of
orgi es, and sleeping with soneone new every night can pall rather quickly, and she had run the
gamut of enobtion several times. Each time she wept, she tried to put a different edge on it--
tried to inprovise newthings to say to lovers, to shout in an argument, to use to insult a
condescendi ng visitor

Most of her guests this time had been talented, and Arran certainly hadn't had to pull the full
wei ght all by herself. But it was grueling, all the samne.

And the buzzer sounded, and Arran had to get up to answer the door

Ham I ton Ferl ock stood there, looking a little unsure of hinself. Five centuries of acting,
Arran thought to herself, and he still hasn't |ost that ingenuous, boyish nmanner. She cried out
his name (seductively, in character) and threw her arns around him

"Ham " she said, "oh, Ham you wouldn't believe this waking! I'mso tired."

"Arran," he said softly, and Arran noticed with surprise that he was starting out sounding as if
he | oved her. Oh no, she thought. Didn't we part with a quarrel the last tinme? No, no, that was
Ryden. Ham | eft because, because-- oh, yes. Because he was feeling unfulfilled.

"Well, did you find what you were | ooking for?"
Ham rai sed an eyebrow. "Looking for?"

"You said you had to do sonmething inportant with your life. That living with ne was turning you
into a | ovesick shadow." Good phrase, Arran congratul ated herself.

"Lovesi ck shadow. Well, you see, that was true enough,"” Ham answered. "But |'ve discovered that
shadows only exist where there is light. You' re ny light, Arran, and only when |I'm near you do
really exist."

No wonder he's so highly paid, Arran thought. The Iine was a bit gooey, but it's men like him
who keep the wonen wat chi ng.

"Am | a light?" Arran said. "To think you've conme back to ne after so long."
"Like a moth to a flame."

And then, as was obligatory in all happy reunion scenes (have | already done a happy reunion in
this waki ng? No) they slowy undressed each other and nmade | ove slowy, the kind of copul ation
that was not so nmuch arousing as enotional, the kind that made both nmen and wonen cry and hold
each other's hands in the theatre. He was so gentle this tine, and the | ovenaki ng was so right,
that Arran felt hard-pressed to stay in character. I'mtired, she told herself. How can he carry
it off so perfectly? He's a better actor than | renmenbered.

Afterward, he held her in his arns as they tal ked softly-- he was always willing to talk
afterward, unlike nbst actors, who thought they had to becone surly after sex in order to naintain
their nmacho inmage with the fans.

"That was beautiful,” Arran said, and she noticed with alarmthat she wasn't acting. Watch
yoursel f, wonan. Don't screw up the loop after you' ve already invested twenty damed days

"Was it?" Ham asked.
"Didn't you notice?"

He smiled. "After all these years, Arran, and | was right. There's no wonan in the world worth
loving with you around."

She giggled softly and ducked her head away fromhimin enbarrassnent. It was in character, and
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t herefore seductive
"Then why haven't you cone back before?" Arran asked.

And Ham lton rolled over and lay on his back. Because he was silent for a few nonents, she
rubbed her ringers up and down his stomach. He smiled. "I stayed away, Arran, because | |oved you
too much."

"Love is never a reason to stay away," she said. Ha. Let the fans quote that piece of crap for a
coupl e of years

"It is," Hamsaid, "when it's real.'

"Even nore reason to stay with nme!" Arran put on a pout. "You |left me, and now you pretend you
| oved ne."

And suddenly Hami | ton swung over and sat on the edge of the bed.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Dam!" he said. "Forget the stupid act, will you?"

"Act ?" she asked.

"The damm Arran Handul |y character you're wearing for fun and profit! | know you, Arran, and I'm
telling you-- I"'mtelling you, not sone actor, nme-- |I'mtelling you that | |ove you! Not for the
audi ences! Not for the loop! For you-- | love you!"

And with a sickening feeling in the pit of her stonmach Arran realized that, somehow that
stinking Triuff had gotten Hamto be a dirty trick after all. It was the one unspoken rule in the
busi ness-- you never, never, never nention the fact that you' re acting. For any reason. And now,
the ultimte challenge-- adnmtting to the audience that you're an actress and nmaking them stil
bel i eve you.

"Not for the I oop!" she echoed back, struggling to think of sone kind of answer.

"I said not for the loop!" He stood up and wal ked away from her, then turned back, pointed at
her. "All these stupid affairs, all the phony rel ationships. Haven't you had enough?"

"Enough? This is life, and I'll never have enough of life."
But Ham was determined not to play fair.

"If thisis life, Capitol's an asteroid." A clunsy line, not like him "Do you know what life
is, Arran? Life is centuries of playing |loop after loop, as |'ve done, screw ng every actress who
can raise a fee, all so | can make enough noney to buy sonec and the luxuries of life. And all of
a sudden a few years ago, | realized that the luxuries didn't nmean a damm thing, and what did
care if | lived forever? Life was so utterly neaningl ess, just a succession of high-paid tarts!"

Arran managed to squeeze out sone tears of rag, The |oop never stops. "Are you calling ne a
tart?"

"You?" Ham | ooked absolutely stricken. The man can act, Arran reninded herself, even as she
cursed himfor throwi ng her such a rotten curve. "Not you, Arran, don't even think it!"

"What can | think, with you com ng here and accusing me of being a phony!"

"No," he said, sitting beside her on the bed again, putting his arm around her bare shoul ders.
She nestled to himagain, as she had a dozen tinmes before, years ago. She |ooked up at his face,
and saw that his eyes were filled with tears.

"Why are you-- why are you crying?" she asked, hesitantly.

"I"'mcrying for us," he said.
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"Why?" she asked. "What do we have to cry over?"

"Al'l the years we've lost."

"I don't know about you, but ny years have been pretty full,"’
woul d | augh, too.

she said, |aughing, hoping he

He didn't. "We were right for each other. Not just as a teamof actors, Arran, but as people.
You weren't very good back then at the beginning-- neither was |I. |'ve | ooked at the | oops. Wen
we were with other people, we were as phony as two-bit beginners. But those |loops still sold, nade
us rich, gave us a chance to learn the trade. Do you know why?"

"I don't agree with your assessnment of the past," Arran said coldly, wondering what the hell he
was trying to acconplish by continuing to refer to the |oops instead of staying in character

properly.

"W sold those tapes because of each other. Because we actually | ooked real when we told each
other we | oved, when we chattered for hours about nothing. W really enjoyed each other's

conpany. "

"I wish | were enjoying your conpany now. Telling nme |'m a phony and then saying | have no
talent."

"Tal ent! What a joke," Ham said. He touched her cheek, gently, turning her face so she would
| ook at him "O course you have talent, and so have |I. W have noney, too, and fane, and
everyt hing noney can buy. Even friends. But tell me, Arran, how long has it been since you really
| oved anybody?"

Arran thought back through her npbst recent |overs. Any she wanted to make Haml's character

jealous over? No... "I don't think I've ever really | oved anybody."

"That's not true," Hamsaid. "It's not true, you loved ne. Centuries ago, Arran, you truly | oved
me. "

"Perhaps," she said. "But what does it have to do with now?"

"Don't you |love nme now?" Ham asked, and he | ooked so sincerely concerned that Arran was tenpted
to break character and | augh with delight, applaud his excellent performance. But the bastard vas
still making it hard for her, and so she decided to nmake it hard for him

"Love you now?" she asked. "You're just another pair of eager gonads, ny friend." That'd shock
the fans. And, she hoped, conpletely mess up Hamis nasty little joke.

But Ham stayed right in character. He | ooked hurt, pulled away fromher. "I'msorry," he said.

"I guess | was wong." And to Arran's shock he began to dress.

"What are you doi ng?" she asked.

"Leavi ng," he said.

Leavi ng, Arran thought with panic. Leaving now? Wthout letting the scene have a clinmax? Al
this buildup, all the shattered traditions, and then | eaving without a clinmax? The man was a
nmonst er !

"You can't go!"

"I was wong. |I'msorry. |'ve enbarrassed nysel f," he said.
"No, no, Ham don't leave. | haven't seen you in so long!"

"You' ve never seen ne," he answered. "Or you woul dn't have been capabl e of saying what you just
did."
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Maki ng me pay for throwing a curve back at him Arran thought. I'd like to kill him What a
fantastic actor, though. "lI"'msorry |I said it," Arran said, wearing contrition as if she had been
dipped init. "Forgive ne. | didn't nmean it."

"You just want ne to stay so | won't ruin your damm scene."

Arran gave up in despair. Wiy am | doing this, anyway? But the realization that breaking
character now woul d wreck the whole | oop kept, her going. She went and threw herself on the bed.
"That's right!" she said, weeping. "Leave nme now, when | want you so ruch."

Silence. She just lay there. Let himreact.
But he said nothing. Just |let the pause hang. She couldn't even hear hi m nove.
Finally he spoke. "Do you nean it?"

"Mm hmm " she said, nmanaging to hiccough through her tears. A cliche, but it got 'emevery
tinme.

"Not as an actress, Arran, please. As yourself. Do you | ove me? Do you want ne?"

She rolled partway onto her side, lifted herself on one elbow, and said, the tears forcing a
little catch in her voice, "I need you like | need sonmec, Ham Wy have you stayed away so | ong?"

He | ooked relieved. He wal ked slowy back to her. And everything was peaceful again. They made
| ove four nore tinmes, between each of the courses of dinner, and for variety they let the servants
watch. |'ve done it once before, Arran remenbered, but it was five | oops ago, about, and these are
different servants anyway. O course the servants, underpaid beginning actors all, used it as an
excuse to get some interesting onstage tine, and turned it into an orgy anong thensel ves, managi ng
every conceivabl e sexual act in only an hour and a half. Arran barely noticed them though. They
were the kind of fool who thought the audi ence wanted quantity. If some sex is good, a lot is
better, they think. Arran knew better. Tease them Let them beg. Let themfind beauty in it, too,
not just titillation, not just lust. That's why she was a star, and they were playing servants in
sonmebody el se's | oop

That night Ham and Arran slept in each other's arns.

And in the norning, Arran woke to find Ham staring at her, his face an odd m xture of |ove and
pain. "Ham" she said softly, stroking his cheek. "What do you want ?"

The longing in his face only increased. "Marry nme," he said softly.
"Do you really nean it?" she asked, in her little-girl voice.

"I mean it. Tinme our wakings together, always."

"Always is a long tine," she said. It was a good all-purpose line.

"And | nean it," he said. "Marry ne. Mther knows we've nmade enough noney over the years. W
don't ever have to let these other bastards into our lives again. W don't ever have to wear these
dammed | oop recorders again." And as he said that, he patted the recorder strapped to her thigh.

Arran inwardly groaned. He wasn't through with the ganes yet. O course the audi ence woul dn't
know what he neant-- the conputer that created the loop fromthe | oop recorder was programed to
delete the recorder itself fromthe holo. The audience never saw it. And now Ham was referring to
it. What was he trying to do, give her a nervous breakdown? Sone friend.

Well, | can play his gane. "I won't marry you," she said.

"Pl ease,” he said. "Don't you see how |l love you? Do you think any of these phonies who pay to
make |ove to you will ever feel one shred of real enotion toward you? To themyou're a chance to
make nmoney, to make a nanme for thenselves, to strike it rich. But | don't need noney. | have a
name. Al | want is you. And all | can give you is ne."
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"Sweet," she said, coldly, and got up and went to the kitchen. The clock said eleven thirty.
They had slept late. She was relieved. At noon she had to |l eave to get to the Sleeproom In a half
hour this farce would be over. Now to build it to a clinmax.

"Arran," Ham said, following her. "Arran, |'mserious. |I'mnot in character!"

That much is obvious, Arran thought but did not say.

"You're a liar,"” she said, rudely.

He | ooked puzzled. "Wy should | lie? Haven't | nade it plain to you that I"'mtelling the truth?
That |'m not acting?"

"Not acting," she said, sneering (but seductively, seductively. Never out of character, she
rem ndead herself), and she turned her back on him "Not acting. Well, as long as we're being
honest about things, and throwi ng away both pretense and art, I'Il play it your way, too. Do you
know what | think of you?"

"What ?" he asked.

"I think this is the cheapest, dirtiest trick I've ever seen. Coming here like this, doing
everything you could to lead ne into thinking you |loved ne, when all the tinmes you were just
exploiting ne. Wirse than all the others! You're the worst!"

He | ooked stricken. "I'd never exploit you!" he said.

"Marry ne!" Arran | aughed, nocking him "Marry me, says you, and then what? Wat if this poor
little girl actually did marry you? What woul d you do? Force nme to stay in the flat forever? Keep
away all ny other friends, all ny other-- yes, even ny lovers, you d nake nme give themall up!
Hundreds of nmen |ove nme, but you, Hamilton, you want to own ne forever, exclusively! Wat a coup
that would be, wouldn't it? No one would ever get to | ook at ny body again," she said, noving her
body in such a way that no one in the world could possibly want to | ook anywhere el se, "except
you. And you say you don't want to exploit nme."

Ham I ton cane closer to her, tried to touch her, tried to plead with her, but sheonly grew
angry, cursed him "Stay away fromne!" she screaned.

"Arran, you can't mean it," Ham said, softly.
"l have never neant anything nore thoroughly in nmy life," she said.

He | ookod in her eyes, |ooked deep. And finally he spoke again. "Either you're so nuch an
actress that the real Arran Handully is lost, or you really do nean that. And either way, there's
nothing for me to stay here for." And Arran watched admiringly as Ham | ton gathered up his
cl ot hi ng, and, not even bothering to dress, he left, closing the door quietly behind him A
beautiful exit, Arran thought. A |lesser actor couldn't have resisted the tenptation to say one
last line. But not Ham- and now, if Arran played it right, this grotesque scene could be, after
all, a genuine clinax to the | oop

And so she played the scene, at first nuttering about what a terrible man Ham was, and then

progressing qui ckly to wonderi ng whether he'd ever cone back. "I hope he does,"” she said, and soon
was weepi ng, crying out that she couldn't live without him "Please cone back, Hanml" she said
pitifully. "I"'msorry | refused you! | want to marry you."

But then she | ooked at the clock. Nearly noon. Thank Mdther. "But it's tinme," she said. "Tinme to
go to the Sleeproom The Sl eeproom ™ New hope cane into her voice. "That's it! I'll go to the
Sl eeproom 1'Il let the years pass by, and when | wake, there he'll be, waiting for nme!" She
rhapsodi zed for a few nore ninutes, then threw a robe around herself and ran lightly, eagerly down
the corridors to the Sl eeproom

In the tape-and-tap she chattered gaily to the attendant. "He'll be there waiting for nme," she
said, smling. "Everything will be all right." The sleep hel met went on, and Arran kept tal ki ng.
"You do think there's hope for me, don't you?" she asked, and the woman whose soft hands were now
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renovi ng the hel net answered, "There's always hope, ma'am Everybody has hope."

Arran smled, then got up and wal ked briskly to the sleep table. She didn't renenmber ever doing
this before, though she knew she must have-- and then it occurred to her that this time she could
wat ch the actual |oop, see what really happened to her when the somec entered her veins.

But because she didn't renenber any other adm nistration of sonec, she didn't realize the
di fference when the allendant gently put a needle only a mllineter under the surface of the palm
of her hand. "It's so sharp,” Arran said, "but I'mglad it doesn't hurt." And instead of the hot
pai n of sonec, a gentle drowsiness filled her, and she was whispering Ham s name as she drifted
off to sleep. Whispering his nane, but silently cursing himunder her breath. He nay be a great
actor, she told herself, but | ought to kick his head through a garbage chute for giving ne a
rotten tinme like that. Oh well. It'll sell seats in the theatres. Yawn. And then she slept.

The | oop continued for a few nore minutes, as the attendants went through a nunbo-junbo of
nonsensi cal, neaningl ess activities. And finally they stepped back as if they were through
Arran's nude body lying on the table. Pause for the loop recorder to take the ending, and then

A buzzer, and the door opened and Triuff came in, laughing in glee. "What a |oop," she said, as
she unstrapped the recorder fromArran's | eqg.

Wien Triuff had gone, the attendants put the real needle in Arran's arm and the heat poured
t hrough her veins. Asleep though she had al ready been, Arran cried out in agony, and the sweat
drenched the table in only a few nmnutes. It was ugly, painful, frightening. It just wouldn't do
to have the nasses see what somec was really like. Let themthink the sleep is gentle; |let them
think the dreans are sweet.

* k k

When Arran woke, her first thought was to find out if the |oop had worked. She had certainly
gone through enough effort-- nowto see if Triuff's predictions of retirenent had been ful fill ed.

They had been.

Triuff was waiting right outside the Sl eeproom and hugged Arran tightly. "Arran, you woul dn't
believe it!". she said, |aughing uproariously. "Your last three | oops had already set records--
the highest-grossing |oops of all tine. But this one! This one!"

"Wl | ?" Arran demanded.

"More than three tinmes the total of those three | oops put together!"

Arran smled. "Then | can retire?"

"Only if you want to," Triuff said. "I have several pretty good deals worked out--"
"Forget it," Arran said.

"They wouldn't take rmuch work, only a few days each--"

"I said forget it. Fromnow on | never strap another recorder to nmy leg again. |'ll guest. But
won't record.”

"Fine, fine," Triuff said. "I told them but they nade me pronise to ask you anyway."

"And probably paid you a pretty penny, too," Arran answered. Triuff shrugged and snil ed.
"You're the greatest ever," Triuff said. "No one has ever done so well as you."

Arran shook her head. "M ght be true," she said, "but | was really sweating it. That was a
rotten trick you pulled on ne, having Ham break character like that."

Triuff shook her head. "No, no, not at all, Arran. That nust have been his idea. | told himto
threaten to kill you-- a real climx, you know. And then he went in and did what he did. Wll, no
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harm done. It's an exquisite scene, and because he broke character-- and you, too, there at the
end-- the audience believed that it was real. Beautiful. O course, everybody and his duck is
breaki ng choracter now, but it doesn't work anynore. Everyone knows it's just another device. But
the first time, with you and Ham-" and Triuff nade an expansive gesture "--it was magnificent."

Arran |l ed the way down the corridor. "Well, I'mglad it worked. But I'mstill |ooking forward to
a chance to rake Ham over the coals for it."

"Ch, Arran, I'msorry," Triuff said.
Arran stopped and faced her nmanager. "For what?"

Triuff actually |ooked sad. "Arran, it's Hamlton. Not even a week after you went under-- it was
the saddest thing. Everybody tal ked about it for days.”

"What ? Did sonet hing happen to hinP"

"He hung hinself. Turned off the lights in his flat so none of the watchers could see him and
hung hinself froma light fixture with a bathrobe tie. He died right away, no chance to revive
him It was terrible.”

Arran was surprised to find a lunp in her throat. A real one. "Hamls dead," she said softly. She
renenbered all the scenes they had played together, and a real fondness for himcane over her. |I'm
not even acting, she realized. | truly cared for the man. Sweet, wonderful Ham

"Does anyone know why he did it?" Arran asked.

Triuff shook her head. "No one has the slightest idea. And the thing |I just can't believe--
there it was, a scene they' ve never had before in a |oop, a real suicide. And he didn't even
record it!"

BURNI NG

Wth the jawbone of an ass, heaps upon heaps, with the jawbone of an ass have | slain a thousand
nen.

--Judges 15:16

There were exactly twenty ships, and they were exactly alike-vast cylinders, kiloneters |ong and
kil ometers wide, with slender needles sticking out of one end. The huge cylinders were propul sion
the entire payload was in the needle. It was ridicul ously uneconom cal; energy costs were
phenonenal ; the ship's pilots spent nost of their lives asleep, allowed by the drug sonec to
dreanm essly pass the thrice-lightspeed journeys between stars because otherw se they woul d grow
old and di e somewhere around the first tenth of the average trip. But the ships took them between
the stars, and so they went.

Fromthe outside, of course, all starships |ooked the sane-- there had been no inprovenent on
the fundanmental design in centuries. But these ships were different.

Fi rst Exchange

From Starfleet SWP-e33

To: System - Harper. Authority: Planets Harper, Harper Mon, Stoddard
Request perm ssion to take on supplies. Captain, Homer Wort hing.

From System- Harper. Authority: Planets Harper, Harper Mon, Stoddard

Per ni ssi on denied. How the hell stupid do you think we are? Governor, Dallan Pock
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* k% %
"The bastards," said Captain Wrthing.

"Agreed," spattered back the radio. Wth typical precision the twenty ships of the fleet had
ready gone into orbit around the three planets of the Harper system

a
"Looks like radio has finally caught up with us."
"Or one of Mdther's little messenger ships.”
"If it's here, | don't see it, and you don't hide a starship.”

"Maybe it went away again. We have burned several dozen of Mther's best ships. Can we turn this
of f ?"

"Sure," Wrthing said, and the radio fell silent. Instead, Wrthing | eaned back on his chair and
began the other kind of contact with all nineteen of the ship's captains in his fleet.

W're in a precarious position, they told him
Agreed, he answered.

We're nearly out of supplies. W've been playing this gane for two hundred years. These ships
were neant to put into port.

Then we nmust certainly get our supplies here, Wrthing replied.
They're resisting. That nust nean they're expecting an inperial fleet soon.
Thi s nuch is obvious.

Well, then, Captain Wrthing, what the bl oody hell are we going to do?
We, ny dear friends, are going to scare their little heads off.

And if they don't scare?

Then we're in trouble, yes?

n—_—

Second Exchange

From SW P-e33

To: Qur unwi se planetside friends

W are a fully equipped fleet. W do not ask, we demand supplies within 24 hours, with
unencunbered right to land, or we will be forced to use our armanents agai nst you. There isn't a
weapon you have that can harmus. W can defeat any inperial fleet, in case you' re expecting
rescue. You know who we are. You know what we can do. Qur patience is not infinite.

From Authority
To: The rebels

W don't want any trouble. W know that you can't land anything if we don't want it to land, and
we know you don't have any armanents that work against planets. It's a stalemate. So why don't you
just go away?

* k% %

"They aren't going," said the colonel to Governor Pock
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"I wish they would," sighed Pock, genuinely distressed.
"Maybe they aren't going because they don't have enough supplies to go on to anyplace else."

"I"'maquite sure that's precisely why they're staying, Colonel. But that doesn't change our
situation one bit. Do you know what Mther has done to the other governors who' ve cooperated in
any way-- in any way-- with the rebel s?"

"It's practically a humanitarian decision. They need supplies. They need water for the engines.
W have ei ghteen oceans, anong the three planets. Wiy not | et them down?"

"Do you know what they've done to the chief mlitary officer wherever the rebels have received
cooper ati on?"

The col onel shook his head.
"Governors just lose their jobs and their sonmec. Sol diers get shot, Colonel."
"They aren't really doing that, are they?"

"On six planets. I'mjust very grateful that radio has finally got ahead of them At least we're
warned. And the nmessage said that the inperial fleet would be getting here nomentarily."

"Which could nean anytine this year."

"What el se do you propose? The only weapon the rebels have that could hurt us is the fusion
bonmb, and that would burn over the entire planet-- all the planets. They'd never use that. No one
has ever systematically killed all the civilians. So we're safe. W'l| just sit here and let the
fleet come and take care of themand we'll never have to get involved at all."

And, very pleased with hinself, Governor Pock closed his eyes to rest. The colonel |eft.

In the observatories, radi oscopes began noting the arrival of a |large group of starships. The
fleet was al ready here.

Thi rd Exchange
From | NFL-c89
To: Rebel fleet SWP-e33

Surrender. You are outnunbered, out of supplies, unable to maneuver, and we can outwait you. Wy
prolong matters? Captain, Fit Treece

From Honer
To: Fit

You know us, Fit. Hell, | saved your life a fewtimes. You know what the bastards tried to do to
us. We've proved by now that we have no intention of joining the enemy-- or of surrendering to
Mot her. So why not just let us go off on our own and forget this stupid war?

From | NFL-c89
To: Rebel fleet SWP-e33

Her | nperial Majesty cannot brook rebellion. But if you surrender, by jettisoning crews in
| anders, and bl owi ng up the ships behind you, you will receive a fair and lenient trial, and
perhaps the death penalty can be avoided. Certainly we can refrain fromconfiscating property. And
we can wait forever. W are fully supplied.

* % %
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They' ve got us in a box, Wrthing thought to the others.

W' ve got to do sonmething. You know the bastards'll kill us if they catch us. W're the only
rebellion in history that's lasted nore than a day. W've lasted two centuries. They've got to
make an exanpl e of us.

But there's nothing we can do, Worthing answered.
We can threaten to burn the dam pl anets.

But we'd never do it. Wiy nmake threats we'll never carry out? Besides, they know as well as we
do that if we burn the planets, we can't get water fromthem and then what have we acconplished?

Then let's threaten to burn one. The others'l| go al ong.

Wort hi ng refused, adamantly, shouting, if it were possible. Never. No. That is an atrocity and |
won't brook it. If we do that, we don't deserve to survive.

What about me? one captain asked. |I'mgoing to be out of fuel in a couple of days. What about
me?

I don't know, Worthing answered.

Maybe they don't nean it. Surely they woul dn't shoot us down.
Surely. Are you willing to risk your life to find out?

Long pause in the thought conversation. A turnmoil of enotions. Then
Yeah. I'mwlling.

* k%

And so the huge fueling craft broke away fromthe payl oad section of the ship-- huge, in
relation to the antlike man inside, who was the whole crew of the ship and the fueling craft. In
relation to the starship itself, of course, the fueler was absurdly snall.

The fuel er descended gracefully into the atnobsphere of Harper Mon, the snmallest of the three
planets. It was instantly detected by the radar watch of the systemmnilitary authority. "Well
Governor Pock, will you give the order?"

"I don't want to do it, dammt! Wiy should a peaceful little systemlike ours have to kill a
man?"

"Because the dammed rebels will be out of the sky sonetinme soon anyway, and the inperial fleet
will be here forever!"

"Al'l right, then. Kill him" And Pock left the room furious at having been conpelled to make
such a decision. He was trained to adninister a vast network of bureaucracy. He was not trained to
cope with an interstellar rebellion by Mdther's nost brilliant ship captains.

The radars |l ocked in. The nissiles were | aunched. They intercepted the relatively slower fueler
long before it reached the ocean. It erupted in a ball of flane. No particles |large enough to
notice survived to reach the ocean

* k% %
He's dead, Homer pointed out unnecessarily to the others.
I didn't think they'd do it, the bastards, sonmeone el se conment ed.

| say tell "emwe'll burn 'em If they plan to take part in the war, then let's bring it right
to hone.

W won't burn anybody.
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But we can sure as hell say we'll burn '"em can't we?

* k *

Fourth Exchange
From SW P-e33
To: The assassins on Harper system

You're not the only ones who can kill. W now have fusion devices ready to |aunch at Har per
Moon. You have four hours to grant permission for fuelers to land or we will burn the planet.

From Authority
To: The rebels

Look, we warned you. Please go away. Surrender or sonething. How can we put it any plainer? You
can't get onto the planet. Burning the planets, even if you would really do it, would acconplish
not hi ng-- how could you get any water then? And you'd be hunted to the ends of the universe. No
one will ever forgive planet burners. R ght now, you mght very well be forgiven

* k% %

"That conmmuni que was pathetic," the colonel told the governor

"What, | should have been formal ?" Pock retorted. "Oficial |anguage doesn't conmunicate. | just
want this whole thing to go away."

"It won't," said the col onel

"But you will," answered Pock. "Until you can put a weapon in ny hand that allows nme to stop
them from burning any planet in the system | have no intention of follow ng your insane advice
and witing insane patriotic nessages. Wiy antagoni ze then®?"

"The only thing that will stop themfromgetting | antagonized is giving themwater, which we
won't do," the col onel answered.

"Do you think I don't know that?"

* k%

The inmperial fleet was now cl ose enough to entirely encircle the system- and the rebels. In
previous attenpts at encirclenent, of course, the rebels, being telepaths-- that was the point of
the war, wasn't it-- were able to anticipate every nove and broke such circles like child' s play.
But now they were nearly out of fuel-- they had no maneuvering room they could not get to another
system they had to either get water from Harper system or surrender

And in the neantine, the inperial fleet began making feints and fal se attacks and swi ft diving
runs. The rebels had to react, had to nove their ships, for the telepaths could clearly see that
the fleet commander would instantly follow up any nonmentary advantage. And when the rebel s stopped
respondi ng, he would know that they were out of fuel and would attack. Wthout fuel to naneuver
the ship, telepathy was no | onger an advantage.

W' re dooned, they told Honmer Worthing.

W knew that was a possibility fromthe start. And if we'd stayed with them we would have been
doormed anyway-- after all, didn't the eneny kill all their telepaths? They didn't trust us, with
good reason, and now we're stuck.

Brilliant, sonebody said. W know we're stuck. But we don't have to be.

And Honmer Worthing felt his authority slipping away fromhim Wat do you nean, we don't have to
be? he asked.
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I mean that this planet systemisn't neutral. Qur lack of supplies is the enpire's nost potent
weapon agai nst us. That nakes the planets hostile adversaries. Attacking themis legitimte.
Theyare no | onger civilians.

Just try explaining that to all the innocent people you' d be killing.
Then let themexplain to us why they're so eager to kill us? If we had a weapon that would only
kill generals, we'd use it. But we don't. But we do have a weapon that will definitely kill the

general s-- and everybody else. So let's be ready to use that.
Not while | lead this fleet.
Al'l those in favor?

For the nonment, the majority voted to keep Wrthing as fleet comander. But only a ngjority, and
not an overwhel m ng one.

And as tine passed and they nmaneuvered nore and nore, all but four ships ran out of fuel

* k%

Fi ft h Exchange
From SW P-e33
To: The pl anetsi de eneny

By refusing to supply us and by attacking a ship attenpting to refuel and destroying it, you
have renoved yourselves fromcivilian inmunity. Perhaps it will convince you that we are serious
if we tell you that Homer Worthing is no | onger captain of the fleet. The new captain is
determned to burn you within four hours unless we have a positive response.

* k *

"That neans,
want them"

the colonel gloated, "that they're nearly out of fuel! W' ve got them where we

"That means,"” Governor Pock said, "that they' re cornered and desperate and may very well do
anyt hi ng, including burning us to a cinder."

"Nonsense. That woul dn't help them and they know it. They've lost-- they' |l sinply have to admt
it and surrender.”

"They've lost, and we nmade them | ose," the governor said. "Wat aninal doesn't take one | ast
swi pe at the hunter, even though he's already dying?"

"You' ve shot down too nmany skeeters, Governor," said the col onel

"We' || be destroyed. | don't want to get these planets involved."

"Abit too late, isn't it? What do you want to do, send them water?"

"I've been considering it."

"Well, stop considering it, Pock. | have authority to renmove you fromoffice and inpose military
| aw t he nonent you attenpt to in any way aid the rebels." The presence of the fleet had stiffened

hi s spine.

"I wish you'd told ne before, colonel. | could have had you in charge of this whole nmess from
the start."

"I amalso instructed to shoot you."

"In that case |'mgrateful that | never tried anything. The people are getting a bit restless
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about this." And so aml. Wat's the fleet doing?
"Rebel s are always popular. A focus of resentnents. We can cope."
Pock was very tired. Things were obviously out of his control now "I'mgoing to bed," he said.
"Fine," said the colonel, and as soon as the governor was gone he drafted a reply to the rebels.
* k%
Si xt h Exchange
From Authority
To: Traitors and Terrorists

W are not afraid to die for the glorious enmpire. Wen we are dead, you shall be dealt with. For
maki ng the threat alone, you will be executed in the nost ignom ni ous manner possible. Carry out
the threat, and we assure you that every telepath in the enpire will pay the price

* k%
What, do they think the other tel epaths have any kind of link with us?

They assune it, Wrthing told the new captain of the fleet. And why not? They're afraid of
peopl e who can talk to each other so that no one el se can hear. Don't you renmenber? It's not
polite to whisper.

We don't have any fuel left.

| suggest we surrender

We will burn Harper Mon.

I will burn you first, Worthing said

Rage. The rage of eighteen other captains. W are together, they shouted in their mnds. W are
t oget her agai nst the eneny, not agai nst each other. W must stick together

Then a pause.
More reasoned thoughts. Mre careful thoughts.

The | ast nessage. It was obviously witten by soneone el se. Probably the nilitary. It |ooks as
t hough there has been either a policy or a personnel change.

So the hell what? Watever we do, we're dead.
So let's surrender and at |east they' |l nake martyrs of us, Honer. suggested.

Laughter. What is this? W didn't sign on to be Jesus. W could have | et them make us nartyrs
| ong ago.

And Honmer Worthing knew they were right. Martyrdomdid nothing, really. Who would they be dying
for? Wio would rally to their cause? They were already as strong as any rebellion would ever be.
When they died, all the lights would go out, and the enmpire would be free to use tel epaths as
tools, then cast themaway at will, with inpunity.

And underlying all the nental conversation was the ever nore powerful undertone of fear. Fear of
death. Fear of failing. Fear that, in the end, they were helpless after all

* % %

The inperial fleet tried another sortie. This tine there was no resistance. The rebels were
entirely out of fuel. The inperials inmediately attacked. At the end of the battle, even hanpered
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as they were, the rebels had lost only seven ships to the nine lost by the inperial fleet. But the
imperial fleet could afford | osses. And now there were only twelve telepaths left, and they were
lost. On the next battle, or the next, they would die.

* k%

Sevent h Exchange
From SW P-e33
To: Governor Pock

If you have any humanity in you at all, governor, let us refuel and leave. All we want to do is
| eave settled space. W threaten no one. W harm no one. And in exchange for this we're being
murdered in your skies for lack of the one thing you can spare without any loss-- a fewnillion
liters of your ocean. You are destroying us by your unwillingness to let us land. You are
mur deri ng us.

From Authority
To: The traitors

You are out of fuel. You will be destroyed in a matter of days. We regard it as a point of
particul ar pride that we, a minor planetary system w |l have been chiefly responsible for the
enpire's glorious victory. Your begging is undignified. Surrender, and you nay yet be spared.

* k *

The second battle ended, and now only Homer Worthing and two ot her tel epaths were alive.

The panic and rage were getting control now. In any battlefield the death of a soldier's
conrades is agonizing, terrifying. The wounded scream and the nmusic of their dying is nmadness to
all who hear. But fingers can be put in ears, nminds can be closed, eyes can focus on the eneny
ahead and the battle can go on.

But what if the screans are silent? Wat if all the fear is played in every soldier's nmnd, and
then the pain, and then the terror of staring into blackness and seeing all too well what waits
t here?

There is no hiding fromthe nadness then

Homer Worthing sat before the clean, shining console that comanded the stars and told a great
ship how to hurtle through space. But now the ship was hel pl ess, alive but unable to nove. And
because he had cone to think of the ship as an extension of hinself, Honer felt that arns and | egs
had been anputated, that his eyes had been cut out. He tried to close his mind to his ow terror
and the terror of his friends. H's own he could control; his friends were | ess cooperative.

They' ve killed us, he kept thinking. They' ve killed us, and they sit safely on their planets
gl oating. They have nurdered us and we have the power to destroy them but we've wthheld that
power and for our nercy we are dying and we will get no thanks for it at all, no honor, no
gratitude. In their inhumanity they take advantage of our humanity and because weare decent and
cannot nurder innocent people in cold blood we can be nurdered in our innoceacce.

For a nonent he wanted to press the three sinple buttons that would rel ease the mammot h fusion
devices that would turn the three planets of Harper systeminto little suns. It would take five
m nutes, eight, and eleven for the three nissiles to get within striking range of the three
targets. Then, long before they were in any danger from pl anet-I|aunched weapons, they would
detonate, and the planets woul d be ended.

But he nmade the mistake of picturing the ending in his mnd. He thought of the wonman baki ng
bread for her husband coming home fromthe field, and how the bread woul d i ndeed bake, but would
never be tasted. He thought of children in a schoolroomwestling with a problemthat, perhaps,
one of them would suddenly understand, and that one would leap to his feet, would say, "I've got
it," and in that nonent the understandi ng woul d be gone, and the grasping of the idea would have
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meant not hi ng.
They knew he could not do it.

He heard one of the others reach his own decision, saw the fusion devices |aunched. But he fired
his own projectiles, which could do what planet-based weapons could not. He stopped the fusion
devices in their flight, deflected them cast theminto the sun where their action would cause,
perhaps, a solar flare and little nore.

His friend wept in rage and frustration and then the next attack came, and there was no neeting
it, and Honer's friends were both snuffed out alnost instantly, and Homer knew a terrible nonment
as he saw the projectiles homng in on his ow craft, projectiles he could not dodge. It would
take four minutes for the first to arrive.

During the first minute he thought frantically of his wi fe, who would be wakened from her sonec
and inforned. He could hear her cry out with grief, and in his mnd he reached out and held her
and conforted her hut he knew, in fact, that there would be no confort for her then

During the second mnute he listened to the m nds of the nearest inperial captains. Their

thoughts were sinple. Victory. Reward. Fame. | nmade it. That over and over again: | made it. | did
it. I didit. Let it be ny missile that strikes first. And Honer |onged to shout (but they would
never hear) are you heroes? Wiat kind of heroes are you who can't kill unless sonmeone ties down

the prey and disarns it and stretches out its neck for the knife?

During the third mnute he | ooked around the cockpit of the ship and wondered what he was doing
there, what in the world he was doing in a starship two centuries away fromhis hone on Capito
and why hadn't he stayed there and kept his dammed gift a secret and not joined the Service at
all, where they could teach himto enhance his gift, teach himto be a pilot, teach himto wn
victories for the enpire, and then, when suddenly it became an enbarrassnent to be breaking the
Convention by using tel epaths, cast himoff, execute himas they had done the first dozen
tel epathic pilots who had hone to port, declare hima traitor for having served themso well. In
his mind he undid it and lived a conplete life as the scientist he had thought he wanted to be
back hone, with several children and much honor and nany friends but then he | ooked at the consol e
and the conmputer told himhe had a minute to go and the alarns rang loudly and his ears insisting
that he DO SOVETH NG NOW but there was nothing that he could do because he couldn't even turn the
shi p.

During the fourth mnute, at the beginning of it, he cast his attention randomy toward Harper
the nearest of the three planets, randomy sorted a mind, randomy |istened, randomy sought for
what the comon man on Harper was thinking of all this and hoping that in the man's nind there was
some t hought that would rmake the battle and the death stand for something, be worthwhile sonehow.

The mind he found was that of an engi neer who was | eaning back in his chair wondering what in
the world he could do about his mstress, who was al so the boss's secretary, and who was now
threatening to get revenge for his infidelity to her by telling the boss who it was who really
designed the Hadgate bridge. Can I, wondered the engineer, soothe this over by getting her to bed
agai n? She has no self-control in bed. And the engi neer reached for a book

Homer could not bear it. Bad enough to know that the military was gl oating. Bad enough to hear
the death agonies of his friends. But to know that an intelligent, responsible human bei ng did not
give a dam that not far above his head twenty good nen had died for daring to want to resist the
enpire's attenpt to nurder them that was unbearable. That was tho ultimte wound that they could
cause Homer Worthing, and he screamed, "You're killing ne, you bastard!" and his fingers |aunched
the fusion devices. A noment |ater he changed his nmind. A nonent |ater his reason returned and he
knew he coul d never commit such nurder. But as his fingers reached for the controls that would
abort the fusion devices, the first eneny projectile reached his ship, and he died in fire.

The three fusion devices went their way.

The inperial fleet was not prepared for this. It was so unthinkable, to use those weapons
agai nst a planet when their purpose was nerely to destroy a ship without hitting it directly-- so
unt hi nkable to commt such an atrocity, that they were utterly unprepared and even though they
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fired the intercepting projectiles, they were not quick enough. One of themintercepted the device
headi ng for Harper Mon. But that was not enough.

St oddard went first, the planet visibly rocking under the shock of having a tenth of its surface
instantly converted into an inferno of corrupting atons breaking down into their constituent
parts. After a monment, the reaction spread throughout the planet's core, and it sinultaneously
expl oded and collapsed in a reaction not particularly different froma star, though there was not
enough natter to provide enough energy to sustain the reaction, and after only a few seconds of
being a star the matter collapsed into a hot, glowing ball of fairly well-nixed el enents.

The Stoddard reaction was over before the projectile reached Harper. The performance was
repeated, with the addition of a tongue of fire reaching out to lick all the way around Harper
Moon. Harper Mbon did not explode. But every living thing on its surface died, and the ocean
| eaped into the atnosphere and then coll apsed again, washing away all soil, all hints that
anyt hi ng other than water and rock had ever existed on the surface of the world.

And then all was still.

The captain of tht inperial fleet |ooked at the starfinder's graphic portrayal of what the
ship's instrunents had seen. In dozens of other ships, other captains were doing the sane: they
knew the horror felt by those who, mllennia before, had wal ked i nto death canps and seen stacks
of corpses and soldiers casually nmurdering civilians and piles of gold teeth and false teeth and a
| anpshade made of human skin. Only in this case eight billion people had died.

And they were ready to carry the word back to the enpire: that the tel epaths, the Sw pes, had
committed an atrocity beside which all other cruelties of humanity in the past becane negligible.

The enpire would rock with the news, and nmobs woul d hunt down known tel epaths and tear them
apart in vengeance for the vast crine their kind had conmtted. Al nost a hundred thousand
tel epat hs woul d die.

But for a brief nmoment, sitting in front of his starfinder, Captain Fil Treece of the inperia
fleet could not figure out why anybody's life should have been any nore val uabl e than Honer
Wrthing's, and why the nurder of one person should be good policy, while the nurder of eight
billion should be an i nhuman cri ne.

I nstead, he renenbered a practical joke he and Homer Worthing had played on a professor in pilot
school . They had programmed the class battle conputer to respond incorrectly to any programthat
woul d result in death or damage to any ship. For three hours the professor tried to force the
conputer to carry out battle instructions, but it would not. Finally the professor realized that
the m stakes were not in his program and he turned to Homer and Fil (since practical jokes
usual ly originated in their little circle of friends) and said, "My every ship you pilot have a
conputer that acts like this.™

At the tine it had been a sobering thought-- alnmost a wish for their certain deaths.
But now, Fil thought, | wish to God it had come true.

He led his fleet fromthe dead star system and soon they were passing light as if it were
standing still. On the way back toward Capitol, their ships woke themfromtheir sonec sleep-- an
eneny col ony ship was heading past themtoward a distant star system According to standing
orders, the fleet dispersed: three ships blasted the colony ship out of the sky along with al
three hundred or so sl eeping passengers aboard the unarmed craft, while the rest of the fleet
conti nued toward Capitol

And back on Capitol they gave Fil and his fleet nmedals for having killed the rebels and
citations for having destroyed the enemy col onists.

"But | never neant to kill anybody," Fil said to the official who had gui ded himthrough the
cerenony.

"Shut up,"” the official responded quietly. "Everybody says that. But you bastards take the
medal s just the sqme.”
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"I hope a raise in salary goes along with it," Fil said. And it did, allowing himto purchase a
per manent apartnment on Capitol, nmuch to his wife's pleasure. Shp decorated it in ancient Chinese
style, and every tinme he was in port they drank tea together and nade | ove afterward on a mat on
the floor and Fil was as happy as a person can reasonably expect to be.

And the people of the enpire, learning of the terrible crine of the SWP-e33 fleet, nurdered
al rost a hundred thousand known or suspected or (at |east) accused tel epaths. Al nost everyone
agreed it was just. After all, hadn't the telepaths conmitted an atrocity?

AND VHAT W LL WE DO TOVORROWP
GLENDOVER: | can call spirits fromthe vasty deep
HOTSPUR. Why, so can |, or so can any nan; but will they cone when you do call for thenf

-- Henry IV part |, 3:1

O all the people on Capitol, only Mdther was all owed to awaken on her own bed, the bed where she
had slept with Selvock Gray before his death eight hundred years ago. She did not know that the
original bed had fallen apart centuries ago; it was always renade, right down to the nicks and
scratches, so that she could awaken on it and lie there for a nonient in solitude, renenbering.

No attendants nurnuring. No flush of fever. O all the people in Capitol, only Mther was given
the delicate conbinati on of drugs that nade waking a delight-- that cost nore for each of her
waki ngs than the entire budget of a colony ship

And so she luxuriated in the bed, cool and not feeling particularly old. How old am1? she
wonder ed, and decided that she was probably forty. | am probably niddl e-aged, she said, and spread
out her legs until they touched both sides of the bed.

She ran her hands over her naked stonmach, finding it not as flat and firmas it had been when
Sel vock had conme to visit Jerry Crove and had, as an afterthought, seduced his fifteen-year-old
granddaught er. But who had seduced whon? Sel vock never knew it, but Mther had chosen himas the
man nost likely to acconplish what her grandfather was too good and her father too weak to
acconpl i sh-- the conquest and unification of the human race.

It was ny dream she mid to herself. My dream that | needed Selvock to fulfil. He bl oodied
himsel f in a dozen planetside wars, sent fleets here and there at his commuand, but it was | who
made the plans, | who set the wheels in notion, | who fired the starships and sent themon their
way. | found the noney by bribing, blackmailing, and assassination

And then, on the day Selvock was confident of victory, that bastard Russian had shot himwth
(of all things!) a pistol and Mother was al one.

She | ay naked on the bed, remenbering the feel of his hand on her flesh, the tense, gentle hand,
and she missed him She missed him but hadn't needed himafter all. For now she ruled the human
uni verse, and there was nothing she wanted that she could not have.

* % %

Dent Harbock sat in the control room watching the nonitor. Mther was playing with herself on
the bed. If the people could only see a holo of this show he thought. There'd be a revol ution
within the hour.

O maybe not. Maybe they really did think of her as-- what had Nab called her? --an earth
mother, a figure of fertility. If she was so fertile, how come no chil dren?

Nab wal ked into the control room "How s the old bitch doing?"
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"Dream ng of conquest. How cone she never had any chil dren?”

"If you believe in a god, thank it for that. As it is, things are confortable. The only royalty
in the universe is a mddl e-aged wonan we only have to wake up one day in every five years. No
fam |y squabbl es. No war of succession. And nobody trying to tell the governnent what to do."

Dent | aughed.
"Better start the nusic. W have a busy schedul e.”

The nusic started and Mother was startled into alertness. Ah, yes. It was tine. Being enpress
wasn't all luxury and pleasant nenories. It was also responsibility. There was work to be done.

I'"'mlazy, nowthat |I'mat the pinnacle of power, she said to herself. But | nust keep the wheels
turning. | must know what is going on

She got up and dressed in the sinple tunic she had al ways worn.
"I's she really going to wear that?"

"It was the style when she ruled actively. A lot of heavy sleepers do that-- it keeps a touch of
famliarity around them"”

"But, Nab, it makes her look like a relic of the pleistocene.”
"I't keeps her happy. W want her to be happy."

The first item of business was the reports. The nministers had to make the reports personally,
and the new mnisters who had been appointed since her |ast waking were on trial as she talked to
them The minister of fleets, the mnister of arnmes, and the nminister of peace were first. From
t hem she | earned about the war

"Wth whom" she said, "are we at war?"

"We aren't at war," said the minister of armies innocently.

"Your budget has doubled, sir, and the nunber of conscripts is also nore than twice what it was
yesterday. That's a lot of change for five years. And don't give nme any nerde about inflation
Wiom ny dear friends, are we fighting?"

They gl anced at each other, fury barely concealed. It was the mnister of fleets who answered,
affecting contenpt for his fellows. "W didn't want to bother you with it. It's just a border
conflict. The governor of Sedgway rebelled awhile ago, and he's nanaged to attract some support.
We'll have it under control in a few years."

She sneered. "Some minister of fleets you are. How do you get sonething under control in a few
years when it takes twenty or thirty years to get fromhere to there even in our |ightships?"

The mnister of fleets had nothing to say. The minister of armes intervened. "W neant, of
course, a few years after the fleets' arrival."

"Just a border conflict? Then why double the arny?"
"I't wasn't that |arge before."

"I conquered-- ny husband conquered the known galaxy with a tenth as nmany soldiers as you have,
sir. We considered it a rather large force. | think you're lying to me, gentlenen. | think you're
trying to hide the fact that this war is nore serious than you thought."

They protested. But even their doctored-up figures couldn't hide the truth from her

* k k

Nab | aughed. "I told themnot to |lie. Everyone thinks he can outwit a m ddl e-aged woman who
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sl eeps nost of the time, but the bitch is far too clever for them Wger you five that she fires
them"

"Can she do that?"

"She can. And does. It's the only power left to her-- and these fools who think they can nake
their reports without followi ng nmy advice always end up losing their jobs."

Dent | ooked puzzl ed. "But, Nab, when she fires them why don't they just stay on the job and
send assistants to her?"

"It was tried once, before you were born, nmy boy. She was able to discover in only three
questions th the assistant wasn't used to giving orders like a minister; it took only three
questions nmore to know she had been defrauded. She ordered the poor who tried to fool her brought
into her chanber, and she sentenced both himand his assistant to death for treason."

"You're joking."

"To tell you how much of a joke it was, it took two hours to convince her that she ought not to
shoot them herself. She kept insisting that she was going nake sure it was done right."

"What happened to then?"

"They were dropped from high sonec | evels and sent out to adm nister sectors on nearby planets.
"Coul dn't even stay on Capitol ?"

"She insisted.”

"But then-- then she does rule!"

"Li ke hell she does."

* k k

The minister of colonization was next to last. He was new in his job, and frightened to death.
He, at l|east, had believed Nab's warnings.

"Good norning," he said.

"Who are you trying to inpress? One thing | hate is cheerful norning greetings. Sit down. G ve
me your report."

H s hand was trenbling when he gave her the report. She read it, quickly but thoroughly, dnd
turned to himwith an eyebrow rai sed. "Wo thought of this cockamany schene?”

"Well--" he began.

"Well? What's wel | ?"

"It's a continuing program"™

"Conti nui ng?"

"I thought you knew about this fromprior reports.”

"I do know about it. A unique way of handling war. Qutcol onize the bastards. Great plan. It
hasn't shown up on any reports until now, fool! Now, who thought of it!"

"I really don't know, " he said miserably.

She | aughed. "What a prize you are. A cabinet full of ninnies, and you are the worst. Wo told
you about the progran®”

He | ooked unconfortable. "The assistant nmnister of col onization, Mther."
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" Nane?"

"Doon. Abner Doon."

"Get out of here and tell the chancellor | want to neet this Abner Doon."
The m nister of colonization got up and |eft.

Mot her stayed in her chair, |ooking gloonmily at the walls. Things were slipping out of her
control

She could feel it. Last waking there had bait little hints. A touch of smugness. This time they
had tried to lie to her several tines.

They needed shaking up. 1'Il shake themup, she decided. And if it's necessary, |'ll stay awake
two days. O even a week. The thought was exhilarating. To stay awake for days at a tine-- the
prospect was exciting.

"Bring ne a girl,
under st and. "

she said. "A girl about sixteen. | need to talk to soneone who wll

"Your cue, Hannah," Dent said. Hannah | ooked nervous. "Don't worry, kid. She's nota pervert or
anything. She just wants to talk. Just renenber, like Nab said, don't lie. Don't |ie about
anyt hi ng. "

"Hurry up. She's waiting," Nab interrupted.

The girl left the control room and passed through the hall to the door. She knocked softly.
"Conme in," Mother said gently. "Cone in."

The girl was lovely, her hair red and sweet and | ong, her manner confused and shy.

"Cone here, girl. Wat's your name?"

"Hannah. "

And t hey began to converse. A strange conversation, to Hannah, who knew only the gossip of the
younger menbers of uppercrust Capitol society. The mi ddl e-aged woman kept insisting on
rem ni sci ng, and Hannah didn't know what to say. Soon, however, she realized that there was no
need to say nmuch at all. She had only to hear, and occasionally express interest.

And after a while the interest did not have to be feigned. Mother was a relic of an earlier
tinme, a strange tine when there were trees on Capitol and the planet was named Crove.

"Are you a virgin?' asked Mot her

Don't lie, Hannah renenbered. "No."

"Whom did you give it up to?"

What does it matter? She doesn't know him "An artist. His name is Fritz."
"I's he good?"

"Everything he does is beautiful. H's pieces sell for--"

"I nmeant in bed."

Hannah bl ushed. "It was just the once. | wasn't very good. He was kind."
"Kind!" Mdther snorted. "Kind. Wio asks a nman to be kind?"

"I do," Hannah said defiantly.
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"A man who is kind is in control of hinself, ny dear. You wasted a gol den opportunity. | gave ny
virginity to Selvock. Ancient history to you, girl, but it wasn't all that long ago to nme. | was a
calculating little bitch even then. | knew that whoever | gave it to would be in ny debt. And when

| saw Sel vock Gray | knew i nmedi ately that he was the man | wanted to have owe ne.

"I took himout riding horses. You don't know horses, there aren't any on Capitol anynore,
nore's the pity. After a few kiloneters | nade himtake off the saddles so we could ride bareback
And after a few kilometers nore | nmade himtake off his clothes and | took off mine. There's
nothing like riding a horse bareback, in the nude. And then-- | can't believe | did this--
forced my horse to trot. Men don't enjoy trotting even when they have stirrups, but w thout
stirrups and without clothes, the trotting was agony for dear Selvock. Damn near castrated the
poor nan. But he was too proud to say anything. Just gripped the horse, turning white with every
jolt. And finally |I gave in and let the horse run full out.

"Li ke flying. And every novenent of the horse's nuscles under your crotch is |ike a |lover. Wen
we stopped we were covered with horse sweat-- but he was so aroused he couldn't stand it and he
took me in the gravel on the edge of a cliff. There were cliffs on Crove then. | wasn't very good,
bei ng a novice, but | knew what | was doing. I'd got himso hot he didn't notice | wasn't hel ping
himmuch. And | bled all over the place. Very inpressive. He was incredibly gentle with me. Led
the horses so I could ride sideways, and we found our clothes and made | ove again before we went
home. He never left me. Found plenty of wonmen, of course, but he always came back to ne.”

It was an incredible world, to Hannah, where one could mount an aninmal and ride for kiloneters
wi t hout meeting anyone, and have sex on a cliff.

"Didn't the gravel hurt? Isn't gravel little rocks?"

"Hurt like hell. | was picking stones out of ny back for days!" Mdther |aughed. "You gave
yourself too easily. You could have held out for nore."

Hannah | ooked wi stful. "There aren't any conquerors avail abl e these days."
"Don't fool yourself, girl. Hannah, | nean. There are nore conquerors than you know. "

And they tal ked for another hour, and then Mther renenbered there was work to do, and sent the
ri away.

g
"Good job, Hannah. Like a trouper.”

"It wasn't bad," the girl said. "I like her."
"She's a nice old | ady," Dent |aughed.

"She is," Hannah sai d defensively.

Nab | ooked her in the eye. "She's personally murdered nore than a score of nen. And arranged for
t he deaths of hundreds of others. Not counting wars."

Hannah | ooked angry. "Then they deserved to die!"

He smiled. "She still weaves the old webs, doesn't she? She caught you well. It doesn't matter.
You're on somec now, three years early. Enjoy yourself. Only one wonan in every five years gets to
meet Mother. And you can't tell anyone about it."

"I know," she said. And then, inexplicably, she cried. Perhaps because she had cone to |ove
Mot her in that hour of conversation. O perhaps because there were no horses for her to ride, and
herfirst time had been in her parents' bedroom when they were' away for an evening. Stolen, not
freely taken in sunlight on a cliff. She wondered what it was like to be at a cliff. She imagined
standi ng on one, |ooking down. But it was so far below her. Meters and neters down. In her
i magi nati on she shied awmay. Ciffs were for ancient tines.

* % %
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"So you are Abner Doon."

He nodded. His hand did not trenble. He nerely | ooked at her steadily. His eyes | ooked deep. She
was a little disturbed. She was not used to being | ooked at so easily. She could al nost inagi ne

that his gaze was friendly.
pl an to col oni ze planets behind the eneny's hol di ngs."

"I understand you thought of the clever

"It seened nore productive than w ping out the human race.”
"A war fought by outbuilding the eneny. ' She | eaned her head

agai nst her hand, wondering why she didn't want to go to the attack with this man. Perhaps because

she liked him But she knew herself better than that, knew that she hadn't attacked because she

wasn't yet sure where his weakness was. "Tell ne, Abner, how extensive the eneny's holdings are.”

Abner smil ed.
| must say, the idea is novel.'

"About a third of the settled planets," Doon answered.

* %k %
The chancellor's going to have

Dent was startled, then furious. "He told her! He just told her

his head."
| don't know how he figured it out, but he

"No one's going to have his head.
even when you

Nab only smil ed.
and that girl, Hannah-- they both understand the bitch. The rule is be accurate,
lie."

"He's undoi ng everything!"

m ni sters undi d thensel ves.
t hought . "

"No, Dent. The other Why shoul d he shoot hinself down along with
then? The shrinp is smarter than

* k%
mnisters rarely got an

She kept Doon with her for fifteen mnutes-- unheard of, when ful
audi ence of |onger than ten. And the chancellor was outside cooling his heels.

"M . Doon, how can you bear being so incredibly short?"
and she felt a small sense of victory.

Doon was finally taken by surprise,
have control over. So | don't

"Short?" he asked. "Yes, | suppose | am Well, it isn't anything

thi nk about it."
"What do you have control over?"

"The assignnents section of the mnistry of colonization,"” he answered.

She | aughed. "That isn't a conplete list, is it, M. Doon?"

He cocked his head. "Do you really want an answer to that?"
"Ch, yes, M. Doon, | do."

"But I won't give an answer, Mther. Not here."

"Way not ?"
"Because there are two nen in the control roomlistening to everything we say and recordi ng

everything we do. 1'll talk freely to you when there isn't an audience."
"I'"l'l command themto stop listening."

Doon sni | ed.
"Ch. | see. | may reign, but | don't always rule, is that what you' re saying? Wll, we'll see
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about that. Lead nme to the control room"
Doon got up, and she followed himout of the room
"Nab! Nab, he's bringing her here! Wat do we do?"
"Just act natural, Dent. Try not to throw up on the | ooper."

The door to the control room opened, and Doon ushered Mother into the room "Good afternoon
gentl ermen," she said.

"Good afternoon, Mother. |I'm Nab, and this petrified nass of terror is ny assistant, Dent."
"So you're the ones who listen in and answer ny every request.”

"As much as possible, of course." Nab was the inmage of confidence.

"Mnitors. Tel evision! How quaint!"”

"I't was deci ded hol ol oops woul dn't be appropriate.”

"Bul I shit, Nab," Mther said sweetly. "This is a | ooper right here."

"Just for the historical record. No one ever watches it.

"I"'mglad to know how closely |'m observed. |1'Il be nore careful how | arrange ny body in the
norni ng." She turned to Doon. "Is there anywhere that we can nmeet where the birds won't be
wat ching fromthe trees?"

"Actual ly," Doon answered, "I have the only place on Crove where the birds do watch fromthe
trees. "

She | ooked shocked. "Real ones?"
"Conpl ete with droppings. You have to watch where you step.”

Her voice was husky with eagerness. "Lead nme! Take nme there!" And she whirled on Nab and Dent.
"And you two. | want this |ooper out of here. You can listen and you can watch, but there is to be
no permanent record. Do you understand?"

Nab agreed pleasantly. "It'll be done before you return."

She sneered at him "You have no intention of doing it, Nab. Do you think I'ma fool ?" And she
went out the other door, which Doon was hol di ng open.

When the door swung shut, Dent gagged and retched into a wastebasket. Nab watched unconcernedly.
"You haven't |earned anything, have you, Dent? She's nothing to be afraid of."

Dent only shook his head and wi ped his |lips. Stomach acid burned in his sinuses and throat.

"Go get the technicians. W have to hook the | ooper up sonewhere el se. And have some phony spots
ripped out of the wall, so that worknmen will be repairing when they get in. It has to look |like
the | asers have been renoved. Hurry it up, boy!"

Dent stopped at the door. "What are they going to do to this Doon?"

"Not hing. Mother likes him W'IIl sinply use himto, keep her happy later on. The man's a
nonentity. "

* % %
Mot her coul d sense Doon's increasing pleasure as they went (under heavy guard) through corridors

that had been cleared before them until finally they were at a door where Doon told the Little
Boys to go wait el sewhere.
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"This had better be good, Doon," Mdther said, knowing fromthe way he acted that it would be
good.

"I't'll be worth the wal k. Though you used to wal k nuch farther than this in your chil dhood," he
sai d.

"Kilometers and kiloneters," she said. "Wat a wonderful word. It even sounds |ike going up
hills and down them again. A traveling word. Kiloneters. Show ne this place Were the birds sing
fromthe trees."

And Doon opened the door

She wal ked in briskly, then slowed, then stopped. And after a nonment she began wal ki ng briskly
anong the trees, pausing only to strip off her shoes and dig her bare toes into the grass and the
dirt. Abird fluttered past her. A breeze spun her hair out like a fan. She | aughed.

Laughi ng, she | eaned against a tree, put her hands on the bark, slid down the tree, sat in the
grass. The sun shone brightly above her

"How did you do it? How did you hold this spot of earth? When | |ast touched ground like this,
was twenty, and it was one of the few parks left on Capitol!"

"It isn't real," Doon,answered. "The trees and birds and grass are real enough, of course, but

the sky is a done and the sun is artificial. It can tan you, though."
"I always freckled. But | said, 'Damm the freckles, | worship the sun!'"
"I know," Doon said. "I tell everyone that this place is nodeled after Garden, a planet where

they restrict immgration and industry is kept to a mninmnum But you know what this place really
is."

"Crove," she said. "My grandfather's world! What this planet used to be before it was sheat hed
in netal like a vast chastity belt, blocking life fromthis place forever; oh, Doon, whitever it
is you want, you can have, only let nme cone and spend an afternoon here on every waking!"

“I'"ll be glad to have you come. Only you know what it neans."

"But you want something fromne, anyway," she said.

He smiled. "Want to sw n®?"

"You have water?"

"A lake. Crystal clear water. A bit chilly, though."

"Where! "

He I ed her to the water, and she unhesitatingly took off her clothes and dove in. Doon net her
in the mddle of the | ake, where she floated on her back, |ooking upward as a cl oud passed before
t he sun.

"I nmust have died," she said. "This nust be heaven."

"You're a believer?" Doon asked.

"Only in nyself. W make our own heavens. And | see, Doon, that you have created a good one.
Well, Doon, you're the first man |'ve talked to today who wasn't an utter ass.”

"I do not aspire to surpass my superiors."
She chuckl ed, fanning her hands to propel herself gently in the water. Doon, too, lay on his
back in the water, and they heard each other's words through the rushing sound of water in their

ears.

"Now the conplete list, M. Doon," she said. "All the things, you are in control of."
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"As | told you," he said. "Part of the ministry of colonialization."
" And?"

"The rest of the mnistry. And the rest of the mnistries.”

"All of thenP" she asked,

"Through one neans or another. No one knows it, however. | just own the people who own the
people who run it. | don't muck with the everyday affairs."

"Good of you. Let themthink they' re independent. And?"

" And?"

"The rest of the |ist?"

"That's the list. Al the mnistries. And the mnistries control everything else."
"Not everything. Not sonec," she said.

"Ch, yes. The independent, untouchable agency. Only Mot her can nake the rules for the

Sl eeproom "

"But you control that, too, don't you?"

"Actually, |I had to take it over first. That let me control who woke up when. Very useful. It
lets ne get rid of people | don't want. | just put themon a | ower |evel of somec, if they're
weak, and they die out very soon. Or | put themon a higher |evel of somec, if they're strong, and
they aren't around often enough to bother ne."

"You rule ny enpire, then?"
"l do," Doon answered.
"Have you brought me here to kill me?"

Doon swung over and treaded water, looking at her in alarm "You don't believe that, do you?"
he, asked. "I'd never do that, Mther, never. |'ve adnmired you too nmuch. |'ve nodeled ny life on
yours. The way you controlled the empire fromthe start, and everyone thought it was your husband,
Sel vock, the poor stud."

"He wasn't nmuch of a stud," Mther nused. "He never fathered a child on anyone."

"No, Mother. You're the only person in the world, though, who could stop ne. And | knew that
sooner or later you'd realize who | was and what | was doing. |'ve |ooked forward to this
nmeeting. "

"Really? | haven't."

"No?" Doon broke into a crawl stroke and nade his way to shore. Not |ong afterward, Mother
followed, to find himlying on the grass.

"You're right," she said. "I have | ooked forward to nmeeting you. The thief who would take it all
away fromne."

"Not at all," Doon said. "Not a thief. Just your heir."

"I plan to live forever," she said.
"And if | have ny way, you shall."

"But you don't want just to own ny enpire, Doon. You don't want to just inherit."
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"Consider this a springboard. If you hadn't built this enpire, | should have had to. But since
it's built, I shall tear it up and use the buil ding bl ocks to nmake something better."

"Better than this?" she asked

"Can't you snell the decay? Nothing is alive on this planet. Not the people. Not the atnosphere,
not the rock, nothing, it's all dead, all going nowhere. The whole enpire's like that. |'m going
to kick it into gear again."

"Kick it into gear!" she giggled. "That was archaic when | was a girl!"

"I study old things," Doon answered. "Ad things are the only things that are new anynore. You
were great. You built a beautiful thing."

She was happy. The sun was beating down on her for the first time in decades (centuries,
actual ly, but since she hadn't lived the years, she didn't feel them); she had swumin fresh
wat er; and she had met a man who just might be, just night perhaps be her equal

"What do you want me to do? Make you chancellor? Marry you?"

Doon said no, none of those things. "Just let ne go on. Don't challenge ne. Don't force ny hand.

I need a few nore centuries. And then it'll all break |oose."
"I could still stop you," she said.
"I know it," he answered. "But |'m asking you not to. Nobody was in a position to stop you. |I'm

asking for ny chance."
"You'll have your chance. In return for one favor."
"And that is?"
"When you nake your nmove and everything, as you put it, breaks | oose-- take ne with you."
"Do you nean it?"
"There'll be no use for Mother in the universe you' re naking, Abner."
"But there'll be roomfor Rachel Crove?"

The nanme struck her |like a hammer. No one had call ed her by her given nane since-- since-- And
she was a girl again, and a man who was her equal, or nearly so, |ay naked beside her, and she
reached over and put her arms around him whispering, "Take ne with you. Take ne."

He did.

They lay in the grass as the sun set, and she felt nore fulfilled than she had since a day on a
cliff in Crove when she had begun her career of conquests. Only this time she had been conquered,
and she knew it, and she was w lling.

"On every waking," she said, "you nust tell me your plans. You must show ne what you're
building, and let me watch."

"I will," he said. "But you can't nake any suggestions."

"I wouldn't dreamof it. That would be cheating, wouldn't it?"
"You aren't very good at sex," Doon said.

"Neither are you," she answered, |aughing. "W gives a dam?"

Mot her did not come back until half an hour before her grand entrance at tke Mther's Wking
Party, the highest high society event in Capitol. Nab was distraught.

"Mt her, Mther, what a worry you've caused us!"
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She only | ooked at himslantwi se, and frowned. "I was in good conpany. Wre you?"
Nab gl anced at Dent. "Only second rate, |'m afraid.
Dent | aughed nervously.

Mot her growed at him "Can't you even get a little angry, boy? It's so danmed boring when
everybody tries to be nice. Wll, the party's already underway, right? So what am | wearing this
time?"

They brought her the dress, and seven wonen wrapped her in it. She was startled that her nipples
showed. "This is really the fashion?"

Nab shook his head. "It's a bit nore nodest than nmost. But | thought that perhaps the inmage you
need to present--"

"Modest ? Me?" She | aughed and | aughed. "Ch, this is the best waking in years. Best in years,
Nab. You can stay on, but fire the boy. Find an assistant with nore gunption. The boy's an ass.
And send the chancellor to ne."

The chancel l or cane in, bowing and uttering apol ogi es about the poor status of the reports this
waki ng.

"Everybody's trying to lie to me," she said. "Fire themall. Except, of course, for the ninister
of coloni zation. And his assistant. The two of theminpressed nme. Leave themin. And as for you, |
don't want to have another lie in a report again. Understand? O if you nust lie, at |east
contrive to do it well. None of these could have fooled a five-year-old child."

"I''ll never lie to you, Mother."

"I know perfectly well that I'menpress in nane only, boy, so don't patronize nme. You' d just
better make sure that | don't get rem nded of it by the sloppy work the cabi net does. Understand?"

"] wunderstand."

"And that assistant mnister of colonization. He was refreshing. | want hi mawake and ready to
meet with ne again next waking. And |l eave himin his job. Doubtless a sinecure, but he's sweet."

The chancel | or nodded.

"Now give ne your arm To hell with the schedule. W' re going down to the party."

Nab wat ched her go.

"Am | really fired?" Dent asked.

"Yes, boy. | warned you. Act natural. Too bad. You showed sone promse."

"But what'll | do?"

Al b shrugged. "They al ways have good jobs for the people Mdther fires. You don't have to worry."
"I want to kill her."

"Why? She did you a favor. Now you won't have to watch her act inportant every waki ng. The
bitch. Wsh she'd sleep for ten years."

Dent was surprised. "You really hate her, don't you?"

"Hate her? | suppose so." And Nab turned away. "Get on out, Dent. |If she sees you here again,
she'll fire me, too."

Dent left, and Nab went to the files and cursed the next poor fool who would nake a stab at
satisfying Mdther. He had to have an assistant. An assistant's stupidity always made Nab | ook
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better.
Do | hate her, Nab wondered

He couldn't decide. He only renenbered watching her in the norning, as she lay nude on the bed
It wasn't hate he felt then.

The party was |ong and boring, as all the others had been, but Mther knew the inportance of
being visible. She had to be seen at every waking, on a set day, or someone could nake her
di sappear and no one would notice. So she circulated, and graciously net the young girls who were
just getting to sonec, and the fops and fags who hung about the court, and the old nmen and wonen
who had first net her a few centuries ago when they were young.

She was a reproach to themall. No nmatter how high a sonec |evel they achieved, she was higher.
No natter how nany centuries passed before they got old, they would never live to see her get
older. I will live forever, she rem nded herself.

But as she watched the people who actually believed this party was inportant, the thought of
living forever made her very tired. "I'mtired," she said to the chancellor, and he i nmedi ately
waved a signal to soneone and the orchestra struck up sone stirring nusic fromaeons ago (this was
old when | was a child, she thought) and the guests lined up and for an hour she bade good-bye to
all of themand finally they were gone.

"I't's over," she sighed. "Thank heaven." And then she went upstairs to the room where worknen
had obvi ously been knocking up the walls. Pretending to take the hol ol oop equi pnent out, she
deci ded, and was anused that they thought she could be so easily fooled. That fell ow Nab-- a sharp
one. A total bastard, too. The best kind of person to deal with. He'd be around for quite a while.

She sat on the edge of her bed and brushed her hair, not because it needed it but because she
was in the mood for it. It felt good. She watched herself in the large nirror, and noticed
proudly that she didn't yet sag. That she was still, though not young, desirable. I'"'ma match for
Doon, she said to herself. I"'mstill a match for any Man, and nore than a match for nost. |'ve
pl ayed their ganes and won them and if I'mjust a figurehead now, I'ma figurehead they have to
be careful with. And Doon-- an ally. He was with her. She could trust him

O could she?

She lay back on the bed, |ooking up at the ceiling, where a fresco had been painted, duplicating
an ancient one that had long since fallen to pieces on earth. A nude man was reaching up to touch
the finger of God. She knew it was God, because he was the npst terrible creature on the ceiling,
and that had to be God. | was that, she thought. | was the builder, | was touching fingers and
bringing things to life. And now Doon is doing that. Can there be roomfor two of us?

I'lI'l make room she decided. He'll never feel threatened by me. Because he night win, and that
woul d be terrible, and it would be nore terrible if | won, because I'mlazy and finished and he's
just starting. Let us be allies, then, and I'll trust himand he'll trust me, and | can see

sonet hing new in the universe. A creation that, perhaps, will be better than m ne.

"Was that what you hoped for?" she asked the bearded man on the ceiling. "Soneone to top you? O
did you snick themall down to size whenever they got too big?" She renmenbered a story about
peopl e who built a tower to get to the stars. God stopped it, as she recalled. Wll, we finally
got to the stars anyway, but you had noved out by then, making space for us.

I"I'l rmove out, making space for Doon. But he'd damm well better not forget ne.
"The bitch is asleep, Crayn. Call the Sl eeproom people."

The new assistant, a nervous girl that would never | ast, Nab knew, called the Sl eeproom people
and they noved quickly but silently into the room taping Mther's brain and then putting her
under sonec.
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When Mot her was under, Nab came out into the room

"Gve nme the tape," he said, and they gave it to himbecause he always sealed it away in a
special vault. And then they wheeled her out to put her in her coffinin a private sleeproomin a
different part of Capitol fromnost others. Wth the tightest security.

But Nab still held her mind in his hands. She had slept with Doon, he knew. Wat the shrinp had,
he didn't know, but she had slept with him had liked hima lot, had asked to see himnext tine.
And he had her tape. There was nothing to stop himfromaccideittly destroying it, was there? And
then she'd wake up not know ng anything about this waking. They'd have to use the old tape, the
one they had used this tine.

It shouldn't be hard to erase, he thought, and he took the tape into the control room "Go hone,
Crayn," he said. "I'll close up."

"What a day," Crayn said as she left.

The door closed, and Nab found the | oop eraser. It would work just as well on a braintape. He
woul d have done it, too, if a needle hadn't fired just then and killed him

Mother's Little Boys took the body out and disposed of it, and Mdther's braintape was put into
saf ekeepi ng by those who would never harmit. A close one. But how had Abner Doon known Nab woul d
do that? The man was an octopus, a finger everywhere. But that was why Mother's Little Boys obeyed
him He was never w ong.

* k k

Mot her had not been asl eep when the braintapers came. But she lay their linply, accepting their
nmini strations.

Today | met ny successor and the first man | |et nake | ove to ne besides Selvock. Today | fired
nmost of the cabi net because they were fools and cheats. Today | stepped back into Crove the way it
used to be when it was still beautiful

Today passed with nore variety than yesterday, or three weeks ago, or eight nonths ago.

Ei ght nonths ago. It was only eight nonths, only a thousand years ago that she had decided to go
on sonec at this level and live forever. She had noticed her first age winkle that day, and
realized that she could, after all, get old. So she had decided to skimthrough tine, only
touching often enough to see if there was something worth living to experience.

Today she had found it.

And what, she wondered, will we do tonorrow?

KI LLI NG CHI LDREN

O the mind, mnd has mountains; cliffs of fall
Frightful, sheer, no-man fathomed. Hold them cheap
May who ne'er hung there.

-- CGerard Manl ey Hopki ns

He heard the door click open but did not turn away fromthe tall pile of soft plastic blocks he
was buil ding. Instead he sought anong the bl ocks scattered on the warm fl oor an orange bl ock
Orange was definitely required, since it hel ped nake no pattern what soever

"Li nk?" said an overfaniliar voice behind him a strange fam liar voice that, al one of al
voi ces, could nmake himturn, startled. | killed her, he thought softly. She is dead.
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But he turned around slowy and there, indeed, was his nother, flesh as well as voice, the
sl ender, oh-so-delicious |ooking body (not forty-fivel couldn't be forty-five!) and the i mmcul ate
clothing and the terror in her eyes.

"Li nk?" she asked.

"Hell o, Mother," he said stupidly, his voice deep and slow. | sound |ike a nmental cripple, he
realized. But he did not repeat the words. He nerely sniled at her (the light naking her hair seem
like a halo, the fabric of her blouse clinging slightly to the undercurve of her breast, no,
mustn't notice that, nust think instead of notherhood and filial devotion. Wiy isn't she dead? Was
that, please God, the dream and this the reality? O is this vision why I'min this place?) and a
tear or two dazzled in his eyes, making it hard for himto see, and in the di mess he supposed for
a nonent that she was not bl ond, but brown-haired; but she had al ways been bl ond- -

Seeing the tear and ignoring the continued nadness in his dancing gaze, his nother held out her
arms for a second, only a second, and then put her hands on her hips (note the way the point of
her hips and the curve of her abdonmen | eave two sl ender depressions pointing dowward, Link said
to hinself) and got an angry look, a hurt | ook on her face, and said, "Wuat, don't | even get a
hug from nmy boy?"

The words were the incantation required to get Link fromthe floor to his full 190 centineters
of height. He wal ked to her, reaching out his long arnms for her--

"No--" she gurgled, pushing himaway. "Don't-- just a little kiss. Just a kiss."

She puckered for a childish kiss, and so he, too, puckered his |lips and | eaned down. At the | ast
monent, however, she turned her head and he kissed her clunsily on the ear and hair

"Ch, how wet," she said in her disgusted voice. She reached into her hipbag and pulled out a
tissue, wi ped her ear, laughing softly, "dunmsy, clunmsy boy, Link, you always have been..."

Li nk stood in confusion. And, as so nany tinmes before, puzzled as to what to do next that would
not earn a rebuke. He remmined in that confusion, knowi ng that there was sonmething that he ought
to do, sonmething that he nust decide, but instead deciding nothing, only playing again and again
the sane | oop of thought in the same childish mental voice in which he had al ways played it,
"Mumy nmad, numy nad, numy nad. "

She watched him her lips forming a sort of half smile (note the natural gloss on the lips, she
never painted, never had to, lips always just slightly noist, partly open, the tongue playing
gentle love ganes with the teeth), unsure of what was happeni ng.

"Li nk?" she said. "Link, don't you have a smle for Mother?"

And Link tried to renenber how to snmle. What did it feel |ike? There were nuscl es that nust be
pul l ed, and his face should feel tight--

"No!" she screaned, stepping back from himand encountering the closed door. She apparently had
expected it to be open-- as if this were not a nental hospital and patients were free to roamthe
corridors at will. She whirled and hamrered on the door with her fists, shouting frantically, "Let
me out of here!"

They I ot her out, the tall nmen with the pleasant sniles who also took Link to the bathroomfive
tinmes a day because sonehow he had forgotten to notice when he needed to. And as the door closed
behi nd her, Link still stood, unable to decide what he should do, and wonderi ng why his hands were
stretched out in front of him the hands set to grip sonething circular, something vertical and
cylindrical, sonething, perhaps, the shape of a hunman throat.

* %k %
In Doctor Hort's office, Ms. Danol sat, poised and beautiful, distractingly so, and Hort

wonder ed whether this was indeed the sanme wonan who had wept in the attendants' arns only a few
m nut es bef ore.
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"Al | care about is nmy son," she said. "He was gone, vanished for seven terrible, terrible
mont hs, and all | know now is that |I've found himagain and | want him honme. Wth ne!"

Hort sighed. "Ms. Danol, Linkeree is crimnally insane. This is a govemment facility, remenber?
He nurdered a girl."

"She probably deserved it."

"She had supported himand cared for himfor seven nonths, Ms. Danol."
"She probably seduced him"

"They had a very active sex life, in which both were eager participants.”
Ms. Danol |ooked horrified. "Did my son tell you that?"

"No, the tenants downstairs told the police that."

"Hearsay, then."

"The governnent has a very limted budget on ths planet, Ms. Danol. Mst people live in
apartments where privacy is strictly inpossible.”

And M's. Danol shuddered, apparently in disgust at the plight of the poor wetches that huddl ed
in the governnment conpound in this benighted capital of this benighted col ony.

"I wish | could | eave here," she said.

"It would have been nice at one tine," Hort answered. "Your son hates this world. O, rather
nmore particularly, he hates what he has seen of this world.”

"Well, 1 can understand that. Those hideous wild people-- and the people in the city aren't much
better."

Hort was amused at her reverse denocracy-- she esteened all persons her infinite inferiors, and
therefore equal to each other. "Neverthel ess, now Linkeree nmust stay here and we nmust attenpt a
cure."

"Ch, that's all | want for my boy. For himto be the sweet, loving child he used to be-- | can't
believe he really killed her!"

"There were seventeen witnesses to the strangling, two of themhospitalized when he turned on
themafter they pried himaway fromthe corpse. He definitely killed her."

"But why," she said enotionally, her breasts heaving with passion in a way that anused Hort-- he
had known many such closet exhibitionists in his tine. "Wiy would he kill her?"

"Because, M's. Danol, except for hair color and several years of age, she |ooked al nost exactly
like you."

Ms. Danol sat upright. "My God, Doctor, you're joking!"

"Alnost the only thing that Link has been consistent about since he arrived here is his firm
belief that it was you that he killed."

"This is hideous. This is repul sive."

"Someti nmes he weeps and says he's sorry, that he'll never do it again. Mst of the tine,
however, he cackles rather gleefully about it, as if it were a gane that he had, after many
| osses, finally won."

"I's this what passes for psychol ogy on this godforsaken pl anet?"
"This is what passes for psychology on Capitol itself, Ms. Danol. That is, you recall, where
got ny degree. | assure you | have invented nothing." And dammit, he thought, why am| letting
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this woman put ne on the defensive? "W thought that the fact of seeing you alive mght have sone
ef fect on your son."

"He did try to strangle ne."

"So you said. You also said you wanted himto conme hone with you. Is that really consistent?"

"I want you to cure himand send himhonme. Since his father died, whomelse have | had to | ove?"
Yoursel f, Holt refrained fromsaying. My, but I'magetting judgnmental.

The buzzer sounded and, relieved at the interruption, Holt pressed the pad that freed the door.
It was Gram the head nurse. He | ooked upset.

"It was tinme for Linkeree's toilet," he said, beginning, as usual, in the nmddle, "and he wasn't
there. We've | ooked everywhere. He's not in the building."

Ms. Danol gasped. "Not in the building!"

Holt said, "She's his nother," and G amwent on. "He clinbed through the ceiling tiles and out
the air conditioning system W had no idea he was that strong."

"Ch, what a fine hospital!"”

Holt was irritated. "Ms. Danol, the quality of this hospital as a hospital is indisputably
excellent. The quality of this hospital as a prison is woefully deficient. Take it up with the

government . " Defensive again, damrit. And the bitch is still throwing her chest at ne. |I'm
begi nning to understand Linkeree, | think. "Ms. Danol, please wait here."

"No. "

"Then go hone. But | assure you you'll be entirely in the way while we search for your son."

She glared at himand stood her ground.

He nmerely nodded. "As you will," he said, and picked up the door control fromthe desk, carried
it with himout of the room and slid the door shut in Ms. Danol's face as she tried to foll ow
lit got an altogether unhealthy feeling of satisfaction at having done so.

"Wwuldn't nmind strangling her myself,"” he said to Gam who nissed the point and | ooked a bit
worried. "A joke, Gcam |'mnot getting honicidal. Were did the fell ow go?"

Gram had no answer, and so they went outside to see.

* k% %

Li nkeree huddl ed agai nst the fence of the government conpound, the miles of heavy metal fencing
that separated civilization fromthe rest of the world. The evening wi nd was al ready blowing in
fromthe thick grass and rolling hills of the plain that gave the planet its name, Panpas. The sun
was still two fingers off the horizon, however, and Linkeree knew that he was plainly visible from
mles away. Visible both to the governnent people who would surely be | ooking for him but also
visible to the Vags, who he knew waited just over the hill, waiting for a child Iike himto wander
out to be eaten.

No, he thought. I'mnot a child.

He | ooked at his hands. They were | arge, strong-- and yet unweathered, as sensitive and delicate
as an artist's hands.

"You should be an artist," he heard Zad sayi ng.

"Me?" Link answered, softly, a little amused at the suggestion.

"Yes, you," she said. "Look at this," and her hand swept around the room and because he could
not avoid follow ng her hand, he al so saw. Tapestries on tapestries on one wall, waiting to be
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sol d. Another wall devoted to thick rugs and the huge | oomthat Zad used for her work. And anot her
wal | wi ndowed ceiling to floor (glass is cheap, soneone told the governnment architect), show ng
the shabbily identical government housing project in which nmost of the capital's people lived, and
beyond them the Government O fice Building fromwhich the Iives of thousands of people were run.
MIlions, if you counted the Vags. But no one counted them

"No," Zad said, smiling. "Sweet, darling Link, |look there. That wall."

And he | ooked and saw the drawings in pencil, the drawings in crayon, the draw ngs in chal k.
"You can do that."

"I"'mall thunbs." GCh, you're all thunbs, he renmenbered his nother saying.

Zad took his hands and put them around her waist. "Not all thunbs,” she said, giggling.

And so he had reached out, held the charcoal, and with her hand guiding his at first, had
sketched a tree.

"Wonder ful ," she said.

He | ooked at the ground and saw that he had drawn a tree in the ground. He | ooked up and saw t he
fence. They're chasing ne, he thought.

"I won't let themcatch you," he renenbered Zad sayi ng. He was ashanmed at having lied to her and
told her he was a crimnal. But how would she have treated himif she'd known he was only the
reclusive son of Ms. Donal, who owned nost of Panpas that could be owned? Then she woul d have
been shy of him Instead, he was shy of her. She had taken himfromthe street where he was
wandering that night, already having been nugged and beaten up-- the nuggi ng by one man, the
beating by two ot hers who had found his hipbag enpty.

"What, are you crazy?"
He had shaken his head, but now he knew better. After all, hadn't he nmurdered his nother?

A siren went off in the nmental hospital. Wth a wrenching sense of despair Linkeree curled up
tighter in a ball, wishing that he could turn into a bush. But that wouldn't help, would it? This
is a defoliated area.

"What have you drawn?" he renmenbered Zad aski ng, and he wept.

A stinger stung him and he flicked the insect fromhis hand. The pain brought himup short.
What was he doi ng?

"What am | doi ng?" he thought. Then he renenbered the escape fromthe nental hospital, the run
t hrough the naze of buildings to the perineter-- the perineter, because it was safety, the only
hope. He vaguely recalled his childhood fear of the open plain-- his nother's horrified stories of
how t he Vagqs woul d get you if you weren't good and didn't eat your supper

"Don't disobey ne again, or I'Il let the Vags at you. And you know what part of little boys they
like to eat first."

What a sick |ady, Linkeree thought for the millionth time. At least it isn't hereditary.
But it is, isn't it? Aren't | escaping froma nmental hospital?

He was confused. But he knew that over the fence was safety, Vagqs or no Vaqgs; he couldn't stay
at the hospital. Hadn't he killed his nother? Hadn't he told them he was glad of it? And when they
realized he wasn't insane at all, that he really, seriously, in cold blood strangled his nother on
the public streets of Panpas City, w thout benefit of madness-- well, they'd kill him

I will not die at their hands.

The barbed wire scratched himunnercifully, and the electric shock fromthe top wire would have
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stunned a cow, he thought. But grimy he hung on, his body shuddering in the force of the voltage;
climbed over; dangled a nmonent on the barbs until his shirt ripped apart and let himdrop; then
| ay, stunned, on the ground as another alarmwent off, this tinme nearby.

I've told themwere | am he thought. What an ass.

So he stood, his body still trenmbling fromthe electricity, and staggered stupidly off into the
hi gh grass that began crisply a hundred netets fromthe fence.

The sun was touching the horizon
The grass was harsh and sharp
The wind was bitterly cold.

He had no shirt.

I will freeze to death out here tonight. | will die of exposure. And the part of himthat always
gl oated sneered, "You deserve it, matricide. You deserve it, Cedipus."

No, you've got it all wong, it's the father you're supposed to kill, right?

"Why, it's a painting of ne; isn't it?" asked Zad, seeing what he had, done with the
wat ercolors. "It's excellent, except that |I'mnot blond, you know."

And he | ooked at her and wondered, for a nmoment, why he had thought she was.

He was snhapped out of his nmenory by a sound. He could not identify it, nor even, for sure, the
direction fromwhich it had come. He stopped, stood still, listening. Now, aware of where he was,
he realized that his arms and hands and stonmach and back were scratched and slightly bl oody from
the rasping grass. The suckers were clinging to his bare body; he brushed them away with a shudder
of revul sion. Bloated, they dropped-- one of the curses of the planet, since they left no itch or
other pain, and a nan could bleed to death wi thout knowi ng he was even bei ng sucked.

Li nkeree turned around and | ooked back. The |ights of the governnment conpound w nked behi nd hi m
The sun had set, and dusk was only dimy lighting the plain

The sound cane again. He still couldn't identify it, but now the direction was nore distinct--
he fol | owed.

Not two neters off was a feebly crying infant, the rmucus of birth still clinging to his body,
the afterbirth uncerenoni ously dunped beside him The placenta was covered with suckers. So was
t he baby.

Li nkeree knelt, brushed away the suckers, |ooked at the child, whose stubby arns and | egs
proclainmed himto be a Vaq. Yet apart fromthat, Link could see no other sign that this was not a
human i nfant-- the dark skin nust come after years of exposure to the hot noon sunshine. He
renenbered clearly that one of the long line of tutors he had studied with had told himabout this
Vaq custom It was assumed to be the exact counterpart of the ancient G eek custom of exposing
unwanted infants, to keep the popul ation at acceptable | evels. The baby cried. And Linkeree was
struck bitterly with the unfairness that it was this infant that was chosen to die for the good of
the-- tribe? Did Vags travel in tribes? If seven percent of infants had to die for the good of the
tribe, why couldn't there be a way for seven-hundredths of each child to be done away? | npossibl e,
of course. Linkeree stroked the child s feeble arms. It was much nore efficient to rid the world
of unwel cone chil dren

He picked up the infant, gingerly (he had never done so before, only seen themin the incubators
in the hospital his father had built and which, therefore, Linkeree was "responsible" for), and
held it against his bare chest, wondering at the warnth it still had. For a nonment at |east the
crying stopped, and Link periodically struck off the suckers that |eaped fromthe placenta to the
baby's or his bare skin. W are kin, he told the child silently, we are kin, the unwanted
children. "If only you'd never been born," he heard his nother saying; this tine a saying she had
said only once, but the menory was sharp and clear, the nonment forever inprinted on his nmind. It
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was no act. It was no sham I|ike her hugs and kisses and |I'm so-proud-of-yous. It was a nonent,
all too rare, of utter sincerity: "If only you'd never been born, | wouldn't be getting old like
this on this hideous planet!"”

Wiy, then, nmother, didn't you |l eave ne on the plain to die? Miuch kinder, nuch, nuch kinder than
to have kept nme at home, killing me seven percent at a tinme.

The baby cried again, hunting for, a breast that by now was surely nmany kil oneters off, |eaking
pap for the child that woul d never suckle. Did the nother grieve, perhaps? O was she only
irritated at the sensitivity of her breasts, only anxious for the | ast remants of the pregnancy
to fade?

Squatting there, holding the infant, Linkeree wondered what he should do. Could he bring the
child back into the conpound? Unquestionably yes, but at a cost. First, Linkeree would then be
caught, would then be reconfined to the hospital where the fact that he was not, was not insane
woul d soon be di scovered and they would cleanly and kindly push the needle into his buttocks and
put himirrevocably to sleep. And then there was the child. Wat would they do with a Vaq child in
the capital ? In an orphanage it would be tortured by the other children who, in their poverty and
usual bastardy woul d wel cone the nonhunman as sonething |ower that they could tornment and so prove
their power. In the schools, the child would be treated as an intellectual pariah, incapable of
|l earning. It would be shunted frominstitution to institution-- until someday on the street the
torment becane too much and he strangl ed sonmebody and then died for it.

Li nkeree lay the baby back down. If your own don't want you, the stranger doesn't want you
either, he said silently. The baby cried desperately. Die, child, Linkeree thought, and be spared.
"There's not one damm thing | can do," he said al oud.

"What do you mean, when you can paint |ike that?" Zad answered. But Link saw nore clearly than
she. He had neant to paint Zad, but had instead painted his nmother. Now he saw what for seven
mont hs what he had been blind to-- Zad's resenblance to his nother. That's why he had foll owed her
through the streets that first night, had kept watching her, until finally she had asked hi m what
the hell--

"What the hell ?" Zad asked, but Link didn't answer, only winkled up the painting clunsily
(You're all thunbs, Linky!), pressed the wad against his crotch, and struck the paper and thus
hinsel f viciously once. Cried out in agony. Struck hinsel f again.

"Hey! Hey, stop that! Don't--"

And then he saw, felt, snelled, heard his nother |ean over him her hair brushing his face
(sweet-snelling hair), and Link was filled with the old helpless fury, a hel pl essness nade worse
by clear nmenories of |ove-making hour after hour with this woman in an apartnent filled with
paintings in a governnent flat in the |ow part of the city. Now. I'mgrown up, he thought, now I'm
stronger than her, and still she controls me, still she attacks nme, still she expects so damm much
and | never know what | should do! And so he stopped striking hinself and found a better target.

The baby was still crying. Link was disoriented for a nmonent, wondering why he was trenbling.
Then anot her gust of wind rem nded himthat toni ght was the night he would die in feeble expiation
for his sins, he |like the baby sucked dry by tiny bites, gnawed to death by the chewers that
padded through the night, frozen to death by the wind. The difference would be, of course, that
the infant would not understand, would never have understood. Better to die unknowi ng. Better to
have no nenories. Better to have no pain.

And Link reached down and put his thunb and forefinger around the baby's throat, to kill it now
and spare it the brief agony of death later in the night. But when it was tine to squeeze tightly
and shut off blood and breath, Link discovered that he coul d not.

"I amnot a killer," Link said. "I can't help you."

And he got up and wal ked away, |eaving behind the child's newwing to be buried in the noi se of
the wi nd pushing through the grass. The bl ades rasped agai nst his naked chest, and he renenbered
his nmother scrubbing himin the bath. "See? Only | can reach your back. You need nme, just to stay
clean."
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| need you.

"That's mot her's good boy."

Yes. | am | am

"Don't touch ne! | won't have any man touch ne!"

But you sai d--

"I'"mthrough with nen. You're a bastard and a son of a bastard and you' ve nmade ne ol d!"
But Mt her - -

"No, no, what am | doing? It isn't your fault that nen are like that. You're different, you, ny
sweet little boy, give Mdther a hug-- not so tight, for God's sake, you little devil, what are you
trying to do? Go to your room"

He stumbled in the near darkness and fell, cutting his wist in the grass.

"Way are you hitting nme?" he heard the brownhaired woman who ought to be blond crying out. But
he hit her again, and she fled the apartnent, ran down the stairs, stunbled out into the street.
It was the stunbling that let himcatch her, and there in the niddle of the road he stifled her
scream by showi ng her precisely what a man was like, by throwing her at long, |ong |last away.

A knife pricked into his chest.

He | ooked up fromwhere he lay in the grass at a short, stocky man-- no, not a man, a Vaqg-- and
not just one, a half dozen, all armed, though some were just rising fromthe ground-- and stil
seenmed hal f asleep. He had stunbled in his daze into a Vaq canpi ng pl ace.

This is better, he thought, than the suckers and chewers, and so with a pillar of blackness and
chill in place of his spine, he weakly stood, waiting for the knife.

But the knife pressed no deeper toward his heart, and he grew inpatient. Wasn't he the heir of
the man who had done npbst to hurt the Vags, whose great tractors had swept away the livelihood of
a dozen tribes, whose hunters had killed Vags who chanced to wander on | and marked out as his?
am the owner of half this world that is worth owning; kill ne and free yoursel ves.

One of the Vags hissed inpatiently. Press the knife, Link thought he seenmed to say. And so he,
too, hissed. Inpatiently. Act now. Hurry.

In surprise at his having echoed his own death sentence, the Vag with the knife at his chest
wi thdrew a step, though he still held out the knife, pointing at Linkeree. The Vaq babbl ed
sonet hing, something ripe with rolled Rs and hissed Ss-- not a human | anguage, they taught the
children in the governnment schools, even, though as Link well knew there were dozens of
ant hropol ogi cal reports pointing out that the Vaq | anguage was nerely corrupted Spanish, and the
Vags were obviously the descendants of the colony ship Argentine that had been thought lost in the
first decade of interstellar colonization thousands of years ago, when man had first reached out
fromthe small planet that they had utterly spoiled. Human. Definitely human, however cruel Pampas
had sel ected for ugliness and ignorance and vici ousness and i nhumanity.

Savages have no nonopoly on that.

And Li nkeree reached out, gently took the hind that held the blade, and guided it back until the
poi nt pressed against his belly. Then he hissed again, inpatiently.

The Vaq's eyes widened; And he tuned to look at his fellows, who were equally puzzled. They
babbl ed; sone backed away from Li nk, apparently in fear. Link couldn't understand. He guided the
kni fe deeper into his flesh; blood crept back al ong the horizontal bl ade.

The Vaq withdrew his knife, abruptly, and his eyes filled with tears, and he knelt and took
Li nkeree by the hand.
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Link tried to pull his hand away. The Vaqg only followed, offering no resistance. The others,
al so, gathered around. He couldn't understand their |anguage, but he could understand the
gestures. They were, he realized, worshipping him

Centle hands led himto the center of the encanpnent. Al around, little braziers of peat burned

brightly, sizzling constantly as the heatseeking suckers |eft the Vaqs and gathered to die in the
fire.

They sang to him plaintive nelodies that were only deepened and enhanced by the sweep and how
of the wind. They stripped himand touched himall over, gently exploring, then dressed himagain
and fed him (and he thought bitterly of the child who, because of the lack of food, was even now
dying in the grass) and surrounded himand |ay down around himto protect himas he slept.

You're cheating me. | cane here to die, and you're cheating ne.

And he wept bitterly, and they admired his tears, and after a half hour, Iong before the cold
moon rose, he slept, feeling cheated but sonehow utterly at peace.

* k%

Ms. Danol sat in a chair in Hort's office, her arns folded tightly, her eyes savagely watchi ng
every nmove he nmade-- or didn't make

"Ms. Danol," he finally said, "it would hel p everyone, including you, if you went hone."
"Not," she answered acidly, "until you find nmy boy."

"Ms. Danol, we are not even |ooking!"

"And that's why |'mnot |eaving."

"The governnent doesn't send searchers out on the plains in the nighttine. It's suicidal."

"And so Linkeree is going to die. | assure you, M. Hort, that the hospital will regret not
doi ng anyt hing."

He sighed. He was sure that the hospital would-- the annual gifts fromthe Danol famly were
nore than half of the operating budget. Sone salaries would go i mediately-- primarily his, there
was little doubt. And so, knowing that, and al so because he was extrenely tired, he tossed aside
his politic courtesy and pointed out sonme blunt facts.

"Ms. Danol, are you aware that in ninety percent of our cases, treating the patient's parents
is the nost effective step toward a cure?"

Her mouth grew tight and hard.
"And are you aware that your son is not genuinely psychotic at all?"

At that she laughed. "Good. Al the nore reason to get himaway fromhere-- if he lives through
this night out there in that hell that passes for a terraforned planet."

"Actually, your son is quite sane, half the tinme-- a very intelligent, very creative young nan.
Very much like his father." That |ast was intended as a very deep dig. It worked.

She rose fromher chair. "I don't want any nention of that son-of-a-bitch!"

"But the other half of the tine, he is nmerely reenacting chil dhood. Children are insane, all of
them - by adult standards. Their defense strategies, their adaptations, are all such that an adult
using themis regarded as utterly nad. Paranoia, acting out, denial, self-destruction. For sone

reason, Ms. Danol, your son has been kept penned into the relationship structures of his
chi | dhood. "

"And you think the reason is ne."
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"Actually, it's not just a matter of opinion. The only tinmes that Linkeree was sane were the
ti mes when he believed he had killed you. Believing you dead, he functions as an adult. Believing
you alive, he functions as an infant."

He had gone too far. She shouted in rage and struck out at him across the desk. Her fingers
raked his face; her other hand sprawl ed al ong his desk, shoving papers and books off onto the
floor. He managed to push the call button while he grappled with her with his other hand. But he
had [ ost a handful of hair and gained bruises in his shins by the tine the attendants canme in and
hel d her back, sedated her, took her to a roomin the hospital to rest.

* % %

Morni ng. The hairy birds of the plains were awake, foraging briskly in the dawn, eating the now
sl uggi sh suckers that had bl oated thenselves on the night life of the grasslands. Linkeree woke,
mldly surprised at how natural and good it felt to awaken in the open, lying on a mat of grass,
with birds crying. Is there sonme racial nenory of Iife in the open I and that nmakes ne feel so
confortabl e? he wondered. But he yawned, stood, stretched, feeling vigorously alive, feeling good.

The Vaqs watched him even as they pursued their norning tasks-- packing up for the day's
journey, fixing a skinpy breakfast of cold neat and hot water. But after the eating, they came to
him touched himagain, knelt again, making arcane signs with their hands. Wen they were through
(and Li nkeree thought bitterly that it was strange that murder and worship were the only
intercourse nmen could have with the Vags) they | ed Linkeree out of the canp, back in the direction
he had cone | ast night.

Now, in daylight, he could see why it was that the Vags were such deadly adversaries when net in
their native habitat. They were short, and not one of themstood taller than the thickest part of
the grass, though Link, not a tall man by any human standard, could see clearly over the crest of
the bl ades. And the grass ate up their footprints, closed behind them hid their novenents from
any possi bl e observer or follower. An arny of Vaqgs could pass by unnoticed a neter fromthe
keenest observer, he thought, with sonme exaggeration

And then they arrived. They had brought hi mback to where the baby had been abandoned. It
shocked Linkeree profoundly, that they would return to the scene of their crine. Was there no
shame to the murders? At |east they could have the decency to forget the existence of the child,
i nstead of comi ng back to gl oat.

But they fornmed a circle around the snmall corpse (how had they found himagain in the grass?)
and Li nkeree | ooked down at the child's body.

A chewer had conme in the night, and then several others. The first had (shades of Mther's
nighttine threats) chewed off the infant genitals, gnawed into the abdonen at the soft entrails,
ignoring the nuscle tissue entirely. But the baby and the placenta had attracted a huge
concentration of suckers, and these had eagerly transferred to the nuch warmer chewer, bleeding it
to death before its neal was finished, The |later chewers were bled to death even faster, as nore
and nore suckers came, sucked, |aid eggs, and died.

And then the birds, which had danced skyward when Link and the Vaqs had arrived, eating the
dyi ng suckers, but ignoring the sucker eggs which were inplanted on the bl ades of grass, where
toni ght they would hatch, and the |ucky ones would find food before they starved to death, find
food and reproduce in a nad, one-night life.

Except for the gnawed away crotch, the child s body was intact.

The Vaqgs knelt, nodded toward Link, and began cutting up the child's body. The incisions were
neat, precise. Breastbone to crotch, a U shaped cut around the breasts, a |long slice down the
arns, the head conpletely renoved; all cuts were quick and deft, and in a nonent the body was
entirely skinned.

And then they ate.

Li nk watched, appalled, as they each in turn lifted a strip of raw nmeat toward him as if it
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were a votive offering. He shook his head each tine, and each tinme the Vag nurmured (in thanks)
and ate.

And when the raw bones were left, and the skin, and the heart, the Vags opened the skin
snoot hside up and laid it before Link. They picked up the pile of bones, and held it out to him
He took them - he was afraid, in the face of such inhumanity, to refuse. Then they waited.

What do | do now? he wondered. They were beginning to | ook a bit disturbed as he knelt,
notionl ess, with the bones in his hands. And so, vaguely renenbering sonme of his classica
hi story, he tossed down the bones onto the bl anket of skin and then stood, w ping the bl ood off
hi s hands onto his trousers.

The Vaqs all | ooked at the bones, pointing to this one and that one, though they had |landed in
no pattern discernible to Link. At |ast, however, they began to grin, to laugh, to junp up and
down and jig in delight at whatever the bones had told them

Li nkeree was nmore than a little glad that the portents had turned out so well. What would they
have done if the bones had sonehow spelled disaster?

The Vaqs decided to reward him They picked up the head and offered it to him
He refused.

They | ooked puzzled. So did he. Was he supposed to eat the head? It was ghastly-- the stunp had
not bled at all, |ooked |like a |aboratory speci nen, rem nded him of - -

No, he woul d not.

But the Vags were not angry. They seenmed to understand-- they only took the bones, buried each
in a separate but shall ow hol e scrabbled out of the rich deep soil under the grass, and then took
the skin and draped it over Link's bare shoulders. It occurred to himthat they were signifying
that he was the child. The |eader's gesture confirnmed that they believed that-- he kept gesturing
fromthe skin and the head to Linkeree, and then pausing, waiting for an answer.

Li nkeree didn't know how to respond. If he denied he was the child's spirit or successor or
sonmet hing, would they kill hin? O if he adnitted that he was, would they finish their sacrifice
by killing hin? Either choice nmght end his Ilife, and he was not feeling suicidal this norning.

And then, as he stared into the child s dead face, renenbering that |ast night the infant had
been alive, had responded to his touch, he realized that there was nore truth than they realized
to their belief. Yes, he was the infant, chewed and cut and eaten and cast away to be buried in a
hundred tiny graves. Yes, he was dead. And he nodded in acceptance, nodded in agreenent.

The Vaqgs all nodded, too, and one by one they cane to himand ki ssed him He was unsure of
whet her the kiss was a prelude to leaving or to killing; but then they each kissed the child's
head that he held in his hands in front of him and as he saw their lips tenderly rest on the
i nfant forehead or cheeks or nouth he was overcone by self-pity and grief; he wept.

And, seeing his tears, the Vags grew afraid, babbled quietly anong thensel ves, and then
di sappeared silently into the tall grass, |leaving Linkeree alone with the child' s relics.

* % %

Dr. Hort went to see Ms. Danol as soon, as he woke up in the norning. She was sitting in one of
the enpty private roonms, her hands folded in her |ap. He knocked. She | ooked up, saw himthrough
t he wi ndow, nodded, and he came in.

"Good norning," he said to her
"I's it?" she answered. "My son is dead by now, Dr. Hort."
"Perhaps not. He wouldn't be the first to survive a night in the grass, Ms. Danol."

She only shook her head.
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"I"'msorry about last night's fracas," he said. "I was tired."

"You were also too damm right," she answered. "I woke up at four this norning, sedative or no
sedative. | thought and thought about it. |I'm poison. |'ve poisoned ny son just by being his
mother. | wish I could be out there on the plain in his place, dying for him"

"And what the hell good would that do?"
She only cried in answer. He waited. The sobbing let up only a few nonents |ater

"I"'msorry," she said. "lI've been crying off and on all nmorning." Then she | ooked at Hort,
pl eading in her eyes, and said, "Help ne."

He smiled-- kindly, not triunphantly-- and said, "I'll try. Wiy don't you just tell me what
you' ve been thinking about ?"

She | aughed bitterly. "That's a rat's nest we hardly need to go into. | spent nost of the tine
t hi nki ng about my husband. "

"Whom you don't Ilike."

"Whom | l|oathe. He nmarried ne because | wouldn't sleep with himotherw se. He slept with ne
until | got pregnant; then he noved on. \Wen Linkeree turned out to be a boy, he was delighted,
and changed his will to | eave everything to the boy. Nothing to nme. And then, after he had sl ept
with every girl on this planet and half the boys, he was run over by a tractor and | gave a little
cheer."

"He was well thought of on the planet."
"Peopl e al ways think well of noney."

"They often think well of beauty, too."

And at that she cried again. Through her sobs, in a twisted, little-girl voice, she said, "All
ever wanted was to go to Capitol. To go to Capitol and neet all the fanbus people and be on sonec
so that | could Iive forever and be beautiful forever. It's all | had, being beautiful-- | had no

nmoney, no education, and no talent for anything, not even notherhood. Do you know what it neans to
have only one thing that makes other people |ove you?"

No, Hort thought to hinself, but | can see what a tragedy it is.
"You were your son's guardian. You could have taken himto Capitol."

"No, | couldn't. It's the law, Hort. Planet noney rmust be invested on the planet until it
achieves full provincial status. It protects us fromexploitation. " She spat the word. "No sonec
allowed until we're a province. No chance to have life!"

"There are sone of us who don't want to sleep for years on end, just to stay young a few years
| onger," Dr. Hort said.

"Then you're the insane ones," she retorted, and he al nbst agreed. Eternal life didn't appeal to
him Sleeping through life seened Iike a disgusting waste of tinme. But he knew the draw, knew that
nost peopl e who cane to the colonies were desperate or stupid, that the gifted ones or the rich
ones or the hopeful ones stayed where sonec was within reach

"Not only that," she said, "my damabl e husband entailed the entire fortune, everything. Not a
penny could be taken from Panpas."

" G.] n
"So | stayed, hoping that when ny son grew up we could find some way, go anyway--"

"I'f your son hadn't been born, the noney would all have been left to you, unentailed, and you
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could have sold it to an offworlder and gone."
She nodded, and began to weep again.
"No wonder you hated your son."

"Chains. Chains, holding nme here, stripping away ny only asset as the years nade hash of ny face
and ny figure."

"You're still beautiful."

"I"'mforty-five years old. It's too late. Even if | left for Capitol today, they won't |et
soneone over forty-five go on sonec at all. It's the law."

"I know. So--"

"So stay here and nake the best of it? Thanks, Doctor, thanks. | night as well have a priest as
you. "

She turned away fromhim and nmuttered, "And now the boy dies. Now, when it's too late. Wy the
bl oody hell couldn't he have died a year ago?"

* k k

Li nkeree patted the last of the earth over the grave he had dug for the head and skin of the
child. The tears had Iong since dried; nowthe only liquid on himwas sweat fromthe exertion in
the hot sun of digging through the heavy roots of the grass. No wonder the Vags had dug shallowy
to hide the bones. It was already afternoon, and he had only just finished.

But as he had worked, he had forced hinself back, coldly reassenbling his nenories in his mnd
burying themone by one in the child' s grave. It was not Mother | killed in the street, it was
Zad. Mother is still alive; she visited nme yesterday. That was why | fled the hospital; that was
why | wanted to die. Because if ever there was a person who deserved to live, it was Zad. And if
ever one deserved to die, it was Mther

Several times he felt hinmself longing to curl up and hide, to retreat into the cool shade under
the standing grass, to deny that any of this had ever happened, to deny that he had ever turned
five at all. But he fought off the feeling, insisted on the facts, the whole history of his life,
and then hid it under the dirt.

You, child, he thought. | amyou. | cane out here last night to die in the grassland, to be
eaten alive, to have ny blood sucked out. And it happened; and the Vags ate ny flesh and now I'm
buri ed.

I who bury you, child, I amthe you who mi ght have been. | amw thout a past; | have only a
future. | will start fromhere, wthout a nother, wi thout blood on ny hands, rejected by ny own
tri be and unacceptable to strangers. | will |ive anmong the strangers anyway, and |live
unencumnbered. | will be you, and therefore | will be free.

He brushed the dirt off his hands, ignored the painful sunburn on his back, and stood. Around
hi mthe sucker eggs on the grasshl ades were already hatching, and the newborn suckers were
devotedly eating each other so that only the few thousand strongest would survive, fed by the
others. Link avoi ded obvi ous conparisons, merely turned and headed back toward the government
compound.

He avoi ded the gate, instead clinbing the fence and enduring the electricity that coursed
t hr ough hi m when he gripped the top wire. And then, as the alarnms went off, he wal ked back to the
hospi t al

* k% *

Dr. Hort was alone in his office, eating a late lunch froma tray that G am had brought him
Soneone tapped at his door. He opened it, and Li nkeree wal ked in.
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Hort was surprised, but out of Iong professional habit, he didn't showit. Instead, he
di spassi onately watched as Linkeree wal ked to the chair, sat down confortably, and |eaned back
with a sigh.

"Wl conme back," Hort said.

"Hope | didn't cause any inconvenience," Linkeree answered.

"How was your night in the grass?”

Li nkeree | ooked down at his scratches and scabs. "Painful. But therapeutic."

Silence for a nonent. Hort took another bite of his sandw ch

"Dr. Hort, right now !l ' min control. |I know that my nmother's alive. | know that | killed Zad. |
al so know that | was insane when | did it. But | understand and | accept those things."

Hort nodded.

"I believe, Doctor, that | amsane right now | believe that | amviewing the world as

accurately as nost people, and can function in a capable nanner. Except."

"Except ?"

"Except that |'m Linkeree Danol, and as soon as it is known that | am capable of running things,
I will be forced to take control of a very large fortune and a huge busi ness that enploys, in the
Il ong run, nost of the people on Panmpas. | will have to live in a certain house in this city. And

in that house will be ny nother."
n Ah. n

"I don't believe nmy sanity would last fifteen ninutes, Doctor, if | had to live with her again."

"She's changed sonewhat,"” Dr. Hort said. "I understand her a little now"
"I have understood her conpletely for years, and she'll never change, Dr. Hort. More inportant,
though, is the fact that I'lIl never change when |'m around her."

Hort sucked in a deep breath, |eaned back in his chair. "What happened to you out on the
desert ?"

Li nknme smiled wanly. "I died and buried nyself. | can't return to that life. And if it neans
staying here in this institution all ny life, pretending to be insane, I'll do that. But [|'ll
never go back to Mother. If | did that, 1'd have to live with all that |'ve hated all ny life--

and with the fact that | killed the only person | ever loved. It isn't a pleasant menory. My
sanity is not a pleasant thing to hold onto."

Dr. Hort nodded.

There was a knock at the door. Link straightened up. "Who is it?" Hort asked.

"Me. M's. Danol."

Li nkeree stood up abruptly, wal ked around the office to a point at the far wall fromthe door
"I"mconsulting, Ms. Danol."

Her voice was strident, even through the muffling door. "They told me Linkeree had conme back. |
heard you talking to himin there."

"Co away, Ms. Danol," Dr. Hort said. "You will see your son in due tine."

"I will see himnow | have a wit that says | can see him | got it fromthe court at noon. |
want to see him"
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Hort turned to Link. "She thinks ahead, doesn't she?"
Li nk was shaking. "If she cones in, I'Il kill her."
"All right, Ms. Danol. Just a nonent."

"No!" Link shouted, naking spastic notions as if he wanted to claw his way through the wall
backwar d.

Hort whispered, "Relax, Link. | won't let her near you." Hort opened a closet-- Link started to
wal k init. "No, Link." And Hort took his spare suit off the hanger, and a clean shirt. The suit,
in the standard one piece, was a little long for Linkeree, but the waist and shoul ders were not
far wong, and Link didn't |ook out of place in it when he had finished dressing.

"I don't know what you hope to gain by stalling, Dr. Hort, but | will see ny son," Ms. Danot
shouted. "In three minutes I'Il call the police!"

Hort shouted back, "Patience, Ms. Danol. It takes a nonent to prepare your son to see you."
"Nonsense! My son wants to see nme!"

Li nkeree was trenbling, hard. Hort put his arnms around the young man, gripped himtight. "Keep
control ," he whispered.

"I"'mtrying," Link chattered back, his |ower jaw out of control

Hort reached into his hipbag, pulled out his id and his cred, and handed themto Link. "I won't
report themm ssing until you are on a ship out of here."

" Shi p?"

"Go to Capitol. You'll have little trouble there, finding a place. Even without noney. There's

al ways room for someone |ike you."
Link snorted "That's a danm lie and you know it."
"Right. But even if they send you back here, your nother will be dby then."
Li nker ee nodded.

"Now here's the door control. When |I say, open the door."

n ’\k). n

"Open the door and let her in. I'lIl keep her under control until you get out the door and cl ose
it fromthe outside. There's no way out of here, then, except Gam s nmasterkey, and this note
shoul d take care of that." Hort scribbled a quick note. "He'll cooperate because he hates your

nmot her al nost as much as | do. Wiich is a terrible thing for an inpartial psychol ogist to say, but
at this point, who the hell cares?”

Li nkeree took the note and the door control and stood beside the door with his back to the wall
"Doctor," he asked, "what'll they do to you for this?"

"Rai se holy hell, of course," he said. "But | can only be renmobved by a council of nedica
practitioners-- and that's the same group that can have Ms. Danol committed."

"Conmi tted?"
"She needs hel p, Link."

Li nkeree sniled-- and was surprised to realize it was his first smle in nonths. Since. Since
Zad di ed.

He touched the open button
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The door slid open and Ms. Danol swept in. "I knew you'd see reason," she pronounced, then
whirled to | ook as Link stepped out the door, closing it so quickly that he al nbst got caught in
it. Hs nother was al ready scream ng and poundi ng as Link handed the note to Gcam who read it,
| ooked closely at the man, and then nodded. "But hurry your ass, boy," Gamsaid. "Wat we're
doing here is called kidnapping in sone courts."

Li nkeree set the door control on the desk and left, running.

* k%

He lay in the ship's passenger hold, recovering fromthe dizziness that they told himwas nornal
with a person's first mindtaping. The brain patterns that held all his nmenories and all his
personality were now in a cassette securely stored in the ship's cabin, and now he lay on a table
waiting for themto drug himw th sonec. When he woke up and had his menory played back into his
mnd in Capitol, he would only remenber up to the nmonent of taping. These nonents now, between the
tape and the tap, would be | ost forever

And that was why he thought back to the infant whose warm body he had held, and why he |et
hi nsel f wi sh that he could have saved him could have protected him could have et himlive.

No, I'mliving for him
The hell I am I'mliving for ne.

They came and put the needle into his buttocks, not for the cold sleep of death, but for the
burning sleep of life. And as the hot agony of sonec swept over him he withed into a ball on the
table and cried out, "Mdther! | |ove you!"

WHEN NO ONE REMEMBERS HI S NAME, DCES GOD RETI RE?

Behold, all ye that kindle a fire, that conpass yourselves about with sparks: walk in the |ight
of your fire, and in the sparks that ye have ki ndl ed.

This shall ye have of m ne hand; ye shall lie down in sbrrow.
-- |saiah 50:11

The prophet, Anblick, lay dying on a bed they had laid out on the floor of the roomthe
governnent had provided rent-free for their meetings. He was nore than a century old, and since
the Church of the Undying Voice had only a few dozen nenbers left, and none of them had professed
to hear the Voice, it was plain that the church was al so dying; that there would be no prophet to
tell themthe Way any | onger

Anblick knew it. The congregation knewit. There was little to say as Anblick lay on the bed,
| ooking up at the ceiling with its hidden lights and agi ng acoustic tiles. H's century had been
I ong; he had heard the Voice first when he was fifteen, and had been prophet for ninety-four
years. |f he had been a better servant of the Voice, he knew, the church would not have shrunk to
such straits. He felt guilty and ashaned, but nore than that he felt tired. Arelentless century
in which society had been nockingly indifferent. Preach all you like, the government seened to

say, we'll even give you a neeting place, but you'll make no converts, change no |ives. Speak on
and publish as you will, the world of Capitol seemed to urge, we'll tolerate you, we'll smile
kindly, and for anmusenent sonme of us will invite you to visit with us during a waking, but we wll

not repent and give up sonec or give up sex or give up |lifeloops or games or war or politics or
the petty nurders of conpetitive business.

"So much to be done," said Amblick, "but the ocean of sin sweeps over nme, and | have done
not hi ng. "

No, nmurnured his followers. You have been a great man
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But one person watching did not murnur confort. He did not understand that the dying old man
m ght need confort. Nor did he see or understand that the death of one nan was the death of a
faith. Garol Stipock was seven. And Anblick was his great-grandfather, a relation so distant that
Garol had al ways confused references to God or the Voice with his great-grandfather, whose voice
seermed to cone from everywhere when he spoke and whose eyes hinted at the wi sdomthat knew al
things, had created all things, and could, eventually, acconplish all things.

So it did not occur to Garol that Anblick needed help to go peacefully out of life; it was Garo
who needed hel p.

"dd Father," Garol said, and Anblick and the others | ooked at him "Ad Father, if you die, who
will tell us the words of the Voice?"

A d Father |ooked sad, and the adults there were enbarrassed that a child should bring up the
one question they were all trying to avoid. "The Voice chooses his own vessel," Anblick answered
softly, his voice bubbling with the liquid in his |ungs.

"But Od Father," Garol persisted, and the, adults longed for a way to silence him (but they
could not, because children were pure tools of God's hand, and it was fitting, anyway, that
Anblick's life should end with the hard questions, and not dodge then), "Od Father, what if the
Voi ce chooses no one? What if no one is worthy?"

"Then," said Anblick, "No one will hear the Voice."

Garol had known this was the answer, and it was a thought too terrible for himto face. Tears
rolled down his cheeks, and he said, "Ad Father, can't you then give us the last words of the
Voice so we'll know how to live after you' re gone?"

And Anblick sighed and sank into the, pillows and wondered if the Voice had ever really existed
after all. Certainly there had been no words lately, nothing but a feeling of despair and
i mpendi ng doom But then, wasn't that a sign that the Voice indeed had been real, since now that
he needed it so desperately, it had withdrawn itself?

Itself? No, hinself. And Anblick tried to grasp and hold to at |east the nodi cumof truth that
had told himthe Voice was not just an ethereal source of inspiration but was rather a person of
sonme kind. Hold to sonething, he told hinself, and then he cried out with the bubbling in his
lungs filling his voice, "Oh, God, where are you? Wiere is the wall that covers your face? Wy do
you hide silently in the noise of this world!"

And the congregation sat or stood upright, their eyes riveted on Anrblick; the scribes ready to
wite down every word he uttered. For they knew this voice-- it was the voice of the Voice, and
Anmbl i ck woul d, as the boy had asked, give themthe |last words of God before he died.

"The tigers rage in the forest, and the lions roar on the plain, and the voice of the hunter
shall be silent." The pens | eaped across the paper, witing. "The hunter shall now watch and wait,
for those that sleep will soon never waken, and the tigers shall tear the lion's belly even as the
lion rips the tigers' throats.

"Those who borrow fromthe future nust repay, and they will pay in blood and horror and the
stars shall go dark, and in the darkness on every world shall man di scover again his God
wondering how he could ever have forgotten himin the bright times when the stars were handful s of
gens to be bought and sold. In the darkness will | speak again, because nmen would not hear nme in
the light.

"As for nmy servant Anblick, he was the weakest of all ny servants, and yet when he dies the | ast
strength shall go out of the world. Only one of you shall live to see the end. And that one shall
not know whet her his God won or |lost the final battle."

And then Anblick fell silent, and the pens chased his |ast words and at |ast came to rest on the
peri ods, and then Anblick reached out to Garol Stipock and enbraced him as if to thank himfor
denmandi ng the | ast words of the Voice, and it was thus Garol Stipock who first felt the stiffening
and then the rel axing of the hands and arnms and knew that the prophet, Anblick, was dead.
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They took the body and gave it to the machines, which gave them back ashes and | et them pour the
ashes into the garden of life. And then they all went horme.

Garol's parents had made their decision, and so had made his. Wth Anblick gone, they decided
that the religion could only be followed privately; the preaching and the publication (and, not
coincidentally, the constant enbarrassnment and ostracism were over. God would be their secret;
the neighbors could find their own way w thout the preaching of the \Way.

Not all the congregation reached that decision. Many of them kept hol ding neetings for a while.
One of themeven clained to have the Voice, but when he dictated revelation the scribes refused to
wite it because there was no ring of truth init and it didn't burn themwith the fire of life as
Anbl i ck's words. had. But eventually there was nothing nore to say in the neetings, and eventually
there was no nore noney being contributed; when believers lose their faith, their purses discover
the fact even before their hearts and ninds do.

Anbl i ck's Church of the Undying Voice died only four years after he did. And Garol Stipock, who
was then el even, did not even know it had | asted that |ong.

W thout the congregation to buoy them Garol's parents soon began to conprom se with Capitol
the long war was over. First it was the decision to send Garol to school. He was eight years old
when he started, but he learned so quickly that within six nonths he was caught up to the children
his own age, and by the tinme he was ten he was studying material that bright fourteen-year-olds
had trouble with

H s parents nmade other conprom ses, too. The first conprom se was a quiet one in their own
bedroom where they began taking the nmedicine that would | et them use sex for sonething other than
procreation. The next conpronise was a nove to a different sector, where they were strangers, and
they began to go to parties and invite friends over and Garol's father even joined a group of
ganmers and Garol's not her became a gourmet cook of sorts. They thought Garol was so young the
didn't notice. But he noticed, and though it was not in his nature to say anything, his parents
apostasy shook himto the foundati on.

At first he thought his parents had betrayed the faith and wavered between hating themfor their
infidelity and fearing that God would strike them down.

But, God didn't strike themdown, and after a few years Garol discovered that his parents were
still decent, good people, and about this tinme Garol discovered science.

At first it was geology, with the pictures of rocks. He had never seen a rock in his life. To
himeven granite was a gem and he lovingly fondl ed the school's sanples of rocks as if just
touchi ng them coul d give himan understandi ng of a planet and what nade it |ive.

Then it was biology, the endless variety of plants and animals working together to formone
vast, planetw de organism It struck Garol's sense of beauty nore than it stimulated his
scientific curiosity-- there were few nysteries in biology anynore, and Garol studied it only
until he knew how it worked.

And then he found the field where the nysteries still endured: physics. And though he was | ocked
into a planet where nothing grew that was not forced to grow, and where nature was utterly
def eated, he becanme a pioneer for the colony ships. Surely there nust be a way to learn, before a
ship ever landed on a planet, exactly what nineral deposits there were, and where; exactly what
kind of animal life there was, and which animals could be safely killed for food; and what the
weat her and climate patterns were. His goal was to create a way for an orbiting ship to know
everything the colonists would need to know before they | anded-- so that the best possible |anding
site could be chosen, and all necessary precautions could be taken. He was an eclectic-- he knew
the questions in other fields that only physics could answer.

He was fifteen and a coll ege graduate when he began his serious work. His professors in his
graduat e school were uneasy at having a student so young, and their uneasiness turned to outrage
when they di scovered that he was designing, of all things, machines.

"M. Stipock," said the dean to the young man who was quietly |istening and obvi ously not paying
the slightest attention, "we are concerned because you seemto be wasting your tine with toys."
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Garol | ooked surprised. "Not toys," he said. "Tools."

"Physics is a theoretical science, a mathematical manipul ation of the universe, M. Stipock. Not
a field for magi c boxes."

"But Dr. Wiickit," Garol protested, "I have to neasure m nute anounts of radiation. That means
have to have a tool to nmeasure it. And there isn't any such tool."

"I'f you want to make tools, perhaps you should be in a different program A technical school."

And Stipock |aughed. It was an unnerving | augh, and Wickit was offended. "Dr. Wickit," Garo
said, "if you really believe physics is a mathemati cal game, why do you persist in using data
acquired fromthe tel escopes and the accellerators? It isn't the fact that I'mwrking with tools
that bothers you, is it? It's the fact that | know how to ask questions for which there are no
tools to get the answers-- and that | amdaring to make those tools. If | were so unscientific as

to be a psychologist, I'd speculate that you were a bit envious and felt threatened. And since
I'"ve already made ny tool and it works very well, 1'd be perfectly delighted for you to expel ne
fromthis university, and I'll just go to Sector H 88 to publish ny papers and patent the

machi nes. "

VWhi ckit was furious; he shouted, he resented, he plotted, he underm ned. But Stipock had al ready
won. His tools did all he neant themto, and Wickit quickly discovered that the adm nistration
woul d trade twenty Whickits for one Stipock any day.

And they offered Stipock somec.

"W need to keep you alive," the Sl eeproom people said. "You' re one of the ten or twenty nost
valuable minds in this century. W need to let you live for centuries so you can hel p answer the
questions that arise then."

Stipock said no. "I'mworking on several projects that no one can conplete except ne, and if
they could | wouldn't want themto. Cone see ne when the projects are finished."

The Sl eeproom people weren't used to being refused, but his reasons were plausible, and he was
only fifteen, and so they waited.

But Garol's reasons were not what he said they were.
"Mt her," he said. "Father. They've offered me sonec."

He watched his parents carefully. Sonec was the worst sin of all the sins of Capitol, and
Anbl i ck and the other prophets had condemmed it as the Soul destroyer, the Hatenaker, Somec the
Li festeal er. Garol knew enough science to know that God was inpossible; knew enough of life to
know t hat no one believed in God and few enough remenbered he had ever existed in people's hearts.
But all that know edge had never undone the structure of his chil dhood: sex for pleasure was stil
unt hi nkabl e, somec was still a sin

And so he watched his parent to see if they, too, still held on to a nmeasure of the old faith.
"Somec?" asked his father. "Wat |evel ?"

"Seven under, one up."

"That's high," his nother said.

Hi s father |ooked at his nother for a nonent, and then, rather awkwardly, he asked, "Garol, |
under stand that soneone who's at that high a |l evel can choose several close famly nmenbers to go
on somec wWith himat the sanme level, so that his life isn't too disrupted.”

"Yes," his nother said. "And we're all the family you have."

Their eyes were bright with hope, and Garol felt the last of the religion crash down inside
hinmself. He felt angry, betrayed, hurt; but all he said was, "O course. | won't be going on for a
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few years, but you can cone with nme."
"A few years?" asked his nother. "Wy?"
"I have work to do."

H s, father coughed, looked a little upset. "It's your right, | suppose. But renenber, Garol
that while you're still young, we're getting a bit on in years."

Garol did nothing to show his contenpt. The next day he went to the Sl eeproomand told themthat
he woul d go on sonmec in three years, but he wanted his parents to go on sonec now.

"But M. Stipock," said the man at the Sleeproom "they can only go on sonec at precisely the
sanme | evel as you. So if they went on now and you went on in three years, they woul d never see you
again. They'd al ways be asl eep when you awoke, and vice-versa."

Garol tapped the desk. "Draw it up, and I'Il signit."

They drew it up, he signed it, and his parents went to the Sl eeproom happily, knowi ng that they
were the envy of all their friends. They hadn't even asked whether Garol would be awake when they
awoke. Perhaps they nmerely took it for granted and would be terribly disappointed. But Garo
sinmply assuned they didn't care. And neither, he pretended, did he.

The Stipock Low Density Radiation Counter was a revolution in physics. Now, because an extrenely
sensitive machine could detect infinitesiml amounts of radiation fromthe nost inert elenents, it
was possible to anal yze practically to the nol ecule the nakeup of any sanple-- whether it was a
smal|l rock or the light froma star mllions of |ight-years away.

Garol's new work was nore that of a catal oguer than of a scientist-- but he was unable to
perceive much di fference between theory and practice of science, and saw no contradiction in it.
He set up the progranms for the Stipock Geol oger, which would analyze planets fromorbit and | ay
out incredibly detailed maps of netals, ores, and topography; the Stipock Ecol oger, which analyzed
the lifesystemof a planet in a single orbit; and the Stipock dinmate Analyzer, which could
predi ct weather for a year in advance with fair accuracy, and climtic trends for centuries with
near perfect accuracy. It would take years to make the machines work well, but once Garol's
groundwor k was done, the details could be fleshed out by thousands of nuch |less tal ented
resear chers.

It was not work that involved Garol's mind completely, and it seenmed to those few who knew him
at all well that he seened determ ned to keep his mind as di sengaged as possi ble. He asked the
wife of a professor to explain sex to him she did, and they kept practicing for a few weeks
before he set out to experience as nuch of it as possible with as many different partners as
possi bl e.

"You don't seemto pay any attenti on when we nmake love," a fellow graduate student conpl ai ned
one ni ght.

"Was it good?" he asked.
"Wonderful ," she said. "But--"

"Then don't ask for nore than that," he said. She soon stopped sleeping with him however, which
he told her was stupid. "Wat do you expect out of sex," he asked, "enpotional involvenent?"

"Yes,
know. "

she answered. "Though how anyone coul d expect enotional involvenment fromyou I'Il never

If any of those observing himhad had a religi ous background, they woul d have seen the pattern
he was foll owing. But how could any of them know that there was sonethi ng unusual about Garo
imersing hinmself briefly in thestudy of business and then systenmatically turning the nmillions he
earned fromroyalties on his Low Density Radiation Counter into billions by investing w sely but
daringly in the marketpl ace.

He briefly played warganes, until he won enough that he got bored. He tried every |iquor nade
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and got drunk several times, until he decided that he didn't like it much and quit again. He

wat ched lifeloops to an extent that brought ridicule fromfellow students (they briefly nicknaned
hi m Soapwat cher). He even tried honosexuality, though it wasn't fashionable then, and he soon gave
it up.

| f anyone had understood the nmeani ng behind his behavior, had thought it was anything nore than
adol escent experinmentation coupled with a brilliant mind, his continuing refusal to go on sonec
woul d have caused sone alarm His religion was still, to sonme degree, controlling him He knewit;
but the fear of sonec was not easy to overconme, and so he played hard and worked hard and stil
had half his m nd unused so it could worry constantly about his appointnent with the Sl eeproom

"Your contract, M. Stipock, says you nust enter the Sl eeproomin four days. W thought it would
be good to rem nd you so you'd be certain to have your affairs in order."

"Thank you," Garol said, and cel ebrated his nineteenth birthday by burning the copy of the Wrd
that he had kept all these years. It set off a snoke alarmin his apartnent because he was known
to be a nonsnoker, and it took three hours to convince the firemen that not only were they not
needed, but the damed sprinklers had ruined his furniture.

"Just step in here," said the young wonman, "and take off your clothes.”

Stipock followed her into a roomin the Tape and Tap that was equi pped with a soft chair and a
wheel ed bed and several hooks to hang his clothing. He stripped, and the wonan told himto sit in
the chair. But he was trenbling; he couldn't hang his clothes up. They kept falling.

"First tinme?" asked the young wonman.
He nodded.

"Nothing to be afraid of. The taping is painless, and sonec puts you right to sleep like a
pl easant dream"

He smiled. He couldn't tell her that despite his stunning record of achievenent in science, the
God of his childhood was still |eaning over his shoulder, forbidding himto eat the fruit of the
tree of life.

The young wonan put a helnet on his head, and Stipock began to sweat. My m nd is being drawn out
of my head, he thought, at the sanme time criticizing hinself for being so irrational. H s hands
were cold; he had to will his legs to relax, so they would stop trenbling so visibly, alnost
violently.

"That's it," the wonman said. "Braintape is ready to go."

Stipock's nmouth was dry, and he stammered as he asked, "What if sonmething goes wong with the
t ape?"

"No chance,"” she said. "The first time, we nmake four tapes. The first one is already played back
and anal yzed to make sure all your brain patterns are present. Another one is sent to the
per manent tape archive. Another one is stored here, near where you'll be sleeping-- that's the one
we'll wake you with. And the fourth is kept by the governnent, in case you should commit a crine
and have to be awakened with an earlier tape. So, you see, there are four conpletely separate
pl aces where your nenory is being stored. Nothing can happen."

Stipock felt sonewhat reassured. "Thanks."

"Don't nention it. O course, you won't remenber a word of this conversation when you wake up
since it isn't on your tape. So I'mleaving a note with your records to make sure this is al
expl ained to you. The last thing you'll remenber is worrying about it!" She said it with a
charm ng smile, and Stipock gave her one of his rare sniles back

"Lie on the table now, and the sonec will be ready in a nonent."

He lay on his back on the table and | ooked upward at the hidden lights and the aging acoustic

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol.txt (120 of 132) [1/14/03 9:52:30 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol .txt

tile. He renenbered Anblick lying on his back twelve years ago, and suddenly he was afraid again.
Not worry this time, though-- naked panic, and his legs stiffened and he wanted to urinate.

"I need to go to the bathroom" he said, and his voice shocked himby its cal mess.

"No you don't," said the young wonan. "Because in exactly three mnutes all your bodily
functions will be stopped, or nearly stopped, for several years, and when you wake up then you can
go to the toilet." The needle slipped into his palm

But it was not painless. The sleep came not with a pleasant dream but with a nightmare. The
fires of hell burned in his veins, and God's Voice throbbed in his head, crying, "Treason
Treason!" You have killed God, cried the voice in his head. You were the death of the Undying
Voice. If only you had listened, you would have heard himcall you! And now you take Soul destroyer
into your body and negate your soul

He screaned, and the young wonman was afrai d, because though she had seen countless others withe
and perspire and moan on the bed as the sonmec worked its hot destruction, she had never seen
anyone lie so rigidly, have such an expression of terror, and screamas if life itself were being
taken from him

But soon he quieted, and soon he slept Iike a corpse, and she connected himto the |ifesupport
nmechani sm and wheel ed himto where the attendants waited. They would put himin his coffin and
slide himinto his place on a shelf and | eave himthere until he was revived in seven years.

When he awoke, he renenbered nothing of the agony of going to sleep. He renenbered only that he
had been afraid of sonec, and he had cone out of it perfectly all right.

In his mnd he heaved an enornous sigh of relief. And then he settled down to doing the fina
work on his col ony-support nachi nes, naking sure the prograns did the work they were supposed to
do. No nore overconpensation for his early inhibitions about sex and fun and profit. Hs life
steadi ed out. He becane stable. He was prepared to |let somec keep himalive forever.

* % %

He was thirty subjective years old when the starship captain awoke himand brought himinto the
control room It was the first field test of his nmachines, and he had insisted on being sent
al ong. They were already in orbit around a planet that had been settled for years, and he had only
had to sleep for eleven years to get there, since a child genius on Capitol had recently
di scovered a way to nake starships that went ten tinmes faster than they had before-- now to eighty
or ninety tines the speed of light. |, too, was a child genius, he remenbered wistfully. It had
been a lonely tine, but now genius was nerely expected of him while before it had been exciting
to watch how his discoveries brought a gradual increase of power and respect.

The test was easily perforned-- a single orbit for each of the analyzers (though in practice,
all three could performtheir work in the same orbit). The program fed out dozens of maps, and on
request could provide thousands nmore, each map providing detailed i nformati on about a particul ar
m neral, a particular species, the weather patterns likely in a particular year.

Wth the survey done, they descended to the planet in a |anding craft and began the pai nstaking
wor k of conparing the charts with known deposits, and insisting that where the maps reveal ed new
sources of any netal or unusual information about any species the data should be checked
meti cul ously against the facts on the planet.

Soon the business settled into a routine nostly performed by onplanet scientists and students,
and Garol had tinme to hinself. And that was why he was al one when the madman tried to kill him

He was sitting on a bench in one of the many parks in the capital city of the planet he Was
wor ki ng on. An older man cane up to himand sat down next to him Both of them were wearing coats
because it wag a chilly afternoon, and the night would be rmuch col der

"Way are you sitting here?" asked the nman

"“I''m busy being amazed," Garol answered with a snile
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"At what ?"

"Plants growing right out of the earth wi thout anything between them and bedrock but the soil. A
nd that chooses its own direction to blow and soneti nes has an unconfortable tenperature. A sky
th no ceiling to block the view A space so large that | can't see the end of it."

=33

The ol der man nodded. "You're from Capitol."
"I guess there's no hiding that."
"Are you a sleeper?" the old nan asked.

"At the monent |'mvery nuch awake, and loving it," Garol answered, with the courtesy of somec-
users, who tried to avoid nmentioning their virtual imortality around those who did not use it--
why cause hurt feelings?

The ol der man nodded, and thrust his hands into the pockets of his coat. "You're the genius,
aren't you?" he asked. "The man who nmade the machines they're testing.”

Hi s picture had been in every newsloop for weeks-- a visit froma man of his stature and
interplanetary fame was a maj or event, overshadowing all the | ocal happenings. "Yes, |'mGro
Stipock. "

"Then you are a sl eeper.”
Garol nodded absently. "Yes," he said, "I am"

The man lifted his hand out of his pocket and a needle was in it. It was obviously set on full.
Garol struck out at the nman and that was why the needle tore his armapart and did not do any
damage to his nervous system He would live.

It took weeks in the hospital, however, before his arm had heal ed enough that he coul d | eave.
Visitors fromthe project cane fromtinme to time to report on progress-- so far his nmachi nes had
been invariably accurate-- but the first item of business after he could | eave the hospital was an
appearance in court.

It was a small, private interview. The judge, the | awers, and the defendant nade a snall group
confortably gathered on soft furniture, and they all asked Stipock and the ol der man questi ons.

"Way did you try to kill Dr. Stipock?" they asked

"He's a sleeper,” the older man said.
The judge nodded. "You're an Equalizer, then?"
The ol der man sneered. "An Abolisher, now, even if | was an Equalizer before!"

Stipock caught the judge's eye. The judge expl ained. "Equalizers want to dismantle the nerit
system and nake sonec avail able for everyone. Abolishers sinply want to kill everybody who uses
sonec. "

"No!" the older man said, his face lit up by rage. "No!"
"Whom do you want to kill, then?" Stipock asked. "And why ne?"
The ol der man narrowed his eyes. "l don't want to kill anybody."

Stipock smiled, though his arm suddenly throbbed as if to renmind himof how cl ose he had come to
death at the hands of this man. "You only want to tear their arns off?"

"I kill where | nust."

"I was no threat to you, sir." Stipock was no |onger smling. He recognized sonmething in this
man's eyes. "Wy did you have to kill nme?"
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"Somec is the eneny."
"But I'mnot in charge of somec. | just use it. Like mllions of other people.”

"MI1lions of other people!" the nan said scornfully. "To a universe of trillions, they decide
who deserves eternity and the rest of us deserve to die |ike worns!"

"I didn't nmake the system" Stipock said | anely.

"Yes you did," the older man said. "You keep it alive. You. Single-handedly. And as | ong as you
and people like you live, it will stay alive!"

Sti pock | ooked around at the others in the room puzzled. The prosecutor |eaned over and touched
his good armreassuringly. "Don't expect themto nake sense. They're just fanatics, like a
religion.”

The word religion stirrred a nmenory, and Stipock turned back to the old man. He renmenbered those
eyes, that expression, now They were Anblick's eyes, his earnest |ook.

"This man isn't crazy," Stipock said. "He just believes sonething."

The ol der man nodded. "That's right. The truth. | knew that you could see it. Even the liars
know it's true, but you're not aliar. You're a man with true greatness," he said.

The judge was exasperated. "Way in the world did you try to kill him then?"

"Because," the old man said inpatiently, as if they should al ready have known, "as |ong as great
men are on sonec, everybody can point to the nmerit systemand say, 'A man |like that proves that we
need sonec-- he proves that the nerit systemlets the great nen live forever.' \Wile nost of the
somec users are venal little power-hungry bastards |ike you." And he stared the judge in the, eye,
until the judge | ooked away, his face rigid with anger

"The proof is obvious, and this questioning is doing nothing but letting a madman have a few
listeners to his madness. Quilty. Sentence is prison for five years and then transshi pment to
another world. Got to stop this cancer before it spreads.™

The defender said, "Sir, if you wish to stop the cancer, why do you send himas an enissary to
anot her wor| d?"

"To get himoff of this one," the judge answered curtly. And then both the judge and the
def ender were startled by the older man's | augh

"What's so funny?" the judge snarl ed.

"You dig a cesspool and then you swimaround in it, conplaining of the snell! They'll tear you
up, someday! They'll rip you to pieces!”

"Who?" asked Stipock. "Who'll do this?"

"Don't bother, Dr. Stipock," the prosecutor said. "They never admit there's an organization
Even under drugs. |'ve never seen control like it."

"There is no organization," the old man said. "Wio needs an organi zation? | nean that everybody,

all the real people, all those who don't get sonmec and know they never will-- all of themwl]|
rise up and tear you sleepers out of the walls and rip you to pieces and feed you to the aninmals.
They' || kill the starship captains and the scientists and the politicians and the busi nessmen and

the society ladies and the lifeloopers and all the other bastards who think they can live forever
while the rest of us die, and there won't be any nore sonec and people will be human beings |ike
they were neant to be!"”

The old man's face was red; he was standing up; he was trenbling, and a shaking finger was
poi nted at Stipock's heart, and the enbarrassed judge had themtake himout. "lI'mso sorry," the
judge kept telling Stipock. "But you see how hard it is to keep themunder control."
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Sti pock shook his head, insisting that he was not distressed. "There are crimnals everywhere,"
Stipock said. And then he asked, "What if the man's right? Wiat if everybody who wasn't on sonec
did revol t?"

The Judge | aughed off the idea. "There's no chance of that. There's hardly a soul alive who
doesn't live in hope of soneday getting enough noney or enough power or enough prestige to get on
sonmec. And nost of the old people who'll never get on sonec are working to help get their kids a
chance. They're all the part of the system and it's only a few lonely old fanatics like this who
go crazy. But we can't prevent them W'd have to watch every single old nan and worman in the
world, and we just can't do that. Sorry." And the profuse apol ogi es went on.

But Stipock had taken the old man nore seriously than he could have inagi ned. He had never known
that anyone but his small and now dead religious group hated sonec. But now he remenbered all his
chi | dhood training-- training he had overcone so well. Somec was evil, but not because God forbade
it. It was evil because it fornmed the universe of people into two groups: the fewwith eterna
life, and the rest condemed to die.

He began noticing how few of the people on sonmec were in any way remarkable. They were rel atives
of sonec users who were allowed into the Sl eeproons because of the sanme | oophole that had | et
Garol's parents becone sleepers. O they were rich, lucky winners of the Market sweepstakes. O
they were ruthl ess businessnmen who had forced luck their way. O they were wonmen who slept with
the men who coul d give them enough noney to get on sonec. Or they were |ifeloopers or fashionable
artists or politicians who had won often enough. And sone of them Garol could find no conceivabl e
excuse for. They had cone in because the nmerit systemwas a joke. Garol met no one who, as he had
done, had becone a sl eeper through renarkabl e achi evenent.

There aren't that many remarkabl e achi evenents in the universe these days, Garol realized.
And he becane an eneny of sonec.

At first he toyed with the idea of sinply going off somec and renoving hinself as a tool of the
system as the old nman had tried to acconplish. But he soon realized (or rationalized-- he was
honest enough to adnit he wanted imortality as nmuch as anyone) that renoving hinself fromthe
sonmec system woul d hardly cause a shockwave that would bring it down.

Besi des, he didn't want to bring it down. He wanted to reformit. G ve somec to those few who
genuinely nmerited it-- and then extend the privilege, regardl ess of wealth or social status, by
sonme fair nmeans, perhaps a lottery scrupul ously admi nistered, or a quota of so many individuals
per family, or sonething-- anything but the corrupt nethod of rewarding wealth and cruelty with
imortality.

Sonmec reformwas not a rare topic of discussion, he soon discovered. Ohers, too, were concerned
about inequality or unfairness, and Garol soon nmade contact with groups of sonec-users on the sane
schedul e as hinmsel f who were working for reform

To reformthe system we nust reformthe governnent, these groups declared. And to reformthe
governnent, we nust take over the governnent.

And so it was that Stipock stepped over the edge from social concern to political conspiracy.
Soon he was working for themall the tinme; he invented weapons that could easily be conceal ed,
devi sed conputer |anguages that allowed themto steal conputer tine and nenory capacity w thout
al | owi ng anyone else to tap into their programs, and devel oped a machine that would so disorient a
person that he woul d be unable to keep secrets-- the perfect psychol ogi cal probe, sonething that
had been hunted for by psychol ogi sts as eagerly as al chem sts had sought the phil osopher's stone

They got closer and closer to their goal. It seened as though victory nmight, within a century,
be feasible.

And then Stipock once again was brought up short by reality. A chance remark at a neeting of a
smal | cell of conspirators' forced himto notice sonething he had been studiously ignorant of for
years.

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol.txt (124 of 132) [1/14/03 9:52:30 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Capitol .txt

"Stop arguing about reform" a fiery young woman had shouted when the neeting got too heated.
"It really doesn't matter how we reformthe system does it, so long as everybody's happy and *we*
get sonec!"

Everyone | aughed nervously and ended the discussion, but Garol Stipock carried her statenent to
its underlying truth. No one usually mentioned it, but every single conspirator was a somec user
and none of them woul d ever countenance a somec reformthat would take them off somec. It was as
if they assuned that nerely taking part in the revolution would assure themof neriting sonec. Yet
very few of them had the slightest conceivable claimto real nerit.

Somec reform and our revolution will change nothing, Stipock told hinself, and knew that he was
right. He went hone that night despairing.

His flat was not |arge; he could have afforded nore. Nor was it luxurious. After his fling with
hedoni smin his adol escence, he had becone al nost ascetic in many ways. He exercised frequently to
keep in top shape. He ate carefully and never too nmuch. His life was ridged and bordered by habits
that had becone rituals, and when he got hone after the neeting he imediately fell into those
rituals, preparing his neal, sitting at the regular chair and eating, doing his exercises, reading
a book. But his nmind would not stay within its nornmal bounds.

"I am an Abolisher,"” he finally said, though it had been years since he had heard the ol der nan
call hinself by that nane. "There is no reform Sonmec will always create social classes. Unless
everyone is on sonmec exactly equally, in which case there mght as well be no sonmec at all." And,
havi ng spoken the words out |oud, he knew he had di scovered the key.

Sonec only gives the illusion of imortality as |long as nost of |umanky goes along at the
regul ar snail's pace through life. If no one has to die after a nere century, living five or ten
centuries has no allure. W feel that we can live only as long as they die-- and that's true. If
they once lived as long as we do, we would only plot to Iive |onger.

Soul destroyer. Hatemaker. Sonec the Lifestealer. The old condemati ons spoken fervently in
meetings of the Church of the Undying Voice cane back to him And he realized, after all these
years, that the prophets had been right. Somec was a killer. Sonmec was the destruction of
humanity. Somec gave no nore years of life to those who used it-- but made the lives of those who
did not use it seemworthless, seeminfuriatingly short, seem hopel ess.

They were right.

And as he sat in his study, already past the tine his habits told himhe should be in bed, he
t hought over all the other doctrines he could remenber. The church had condemmed mneani ngl ess sex,
and they were right-- he had given up casual or even passionate affairs years ago, w thout even
meani ng to. The church condemed profits, and he had seen how cruel the men and wonen who sought
profits had to be. The church condemmed pl easures of the flesh, and in his ascetic lifestyle Garo
Stipock knew he was happier w thout themthan he had ever been with them

It was just the matter of God that made the whol e church seem pointless. And Stipock, tired and
di scouraged and despairing that he could ever change anything for the better, went to his conputer
and put it in the encycl opedia node. History, he punched. Religion, he typed in. Capitol, he
typed, and finally called up information on the Church of the Undying Voice.

He was surprised to find that his nane was still listed on the permanent menbership list-- which
anounted to billions of nanmes and short biographies since the church had been forned back on
Earth. At first he was startled that anyone woul d have gone to go nuch trouble to assenbl e
i nfornmati on about church menbers-- then realized that these were sinply the standard bi ographies
the census kept up-to-date in the naster library, and the list of nmenbers of the church had sinply
called themout of the naster census |ists.

It was not nanmes he was searching for anyway, and at |ast, searching through various' files, he
finally found Statements of the Prophet Anmblick. He pushed the conputer ahead to the end of the
file. And there was the |last statenent of the Undying Voice.

The Voi ce had known. The Voice was the voice of an Abolisher
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"Those who borrow fromthe future nust repay," Anblick had said, and it was true.

In the vague words Garol realized the Voice (no, no, not the Voice, Anblick in his dying words)
had predicted a revolution, one that came not because anyone had renmenbered to believe in the
Voi ce but because the tigers rage in the forest-- those regarded as | ess than human will discover
they have power, and will use it to destroy those who oppressed them And the end of sonmec woul d
al so be the end of the Enpire-- the starships would cease to travel between the stars.

The accuracy of the prophecy was easy enough to explain: The broad trends of the future were
easy enough for a wise nan to see even two centuries ago-- and Anblick had been a wi se man

What nost di sturbed Garol was the last part of the prophecy. "Only one of you shall live to see
the end," the old man had said. "And that one shall not know whether his God won or lost the fina
battle."

Who is the last one? | was the youngest one there-- will | therefore live to see the end?

And then he | aughed at hinself. The fact that he was youngest hardly mattered. What nattered was
that he was on very high sonec | evels-- one up for twelve down, now- and he would certainly
outlive any of the others. For curiosity, he scanned the biographies of the nenbers who had stil
been alive when Anblick died. Al were dead.

All? He realized with alarmthat his parents had gone on somec when he got the privil ege, and
woul d inevitably have kept the sane sonec | evel he kept. They woul dn't be sixty subjective years
old yet-- surely they, too, were alive

But their biographies could not be wong.

He read them His parents hadn't died on Capitol. A century ago, they had joined a colony ship
toget her and had voluntarily quit the use of somec. They had given up immortality, and when
Stipock's new pl anet anal yzers were just going into use, they had gone out into space to settle a
new pl anet.

Garol knew there was only one reason they would have quit somec. Except for those caught in a
crinme, no one on high sonmec levels ever went to the colonies-- only the msfits and the despairing
nonsl eepers ever volunteered to give up the hope of sonmec forever

Garol's parents had changed their mnds. They had believed again. They had gi ven up sonmec and
all the sins of Capitol, and had gone to a place where none of those sins would be possible.

They had gone nore than a century ago, and so the conputer |listed them as dead, though in fact
they mght now still be in space on the way to a very distant assignment. \Wen they | anded,
t hough, they would live out their normal lives in hard work and perhaps frequent danger. They
woul d di e hundreds of years before their colony qualified for sonec.

Garol was indeed the last of the Church of the Undying Voice left on Capitol. And the prophecy
spoke to him

* k% %

Garol Stipock could not sleep. The nenories of childhood were relentless: they kept pressing him
awake, naking himrestless and uneasy, alternately too hot and too cold. The inpul se was
irresistible.

He arose fromhis bed. He took a towel and covered his head, bowed and knelt and then began to
speak to God. He spoke the words he had | earned to speak in childhood, and because he was tired he
overcane the feeling that this was preposterous, that he was a scientist, that he knew better. God
had been speaking directly to himin Anblick's voice; and now Garol wanted the Voice to tell him
what to do.

"It doesn't nean anything," he kept saying. "I can't acconplish anything. Wat can | do?"

And because he was tired he was not surprised when the Voice spoke to him He knew the voice he
was hearing was Anblick's; but he felt, nonethel ess, that behind the voice he knew was the Voice
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he did not know, and it spoke to himwith fire, shouting in his nind
"Everything you have done is worthless," said the Voice.
Stipock withered in despair.

"I have given up talking to men and trying to persuade them They were too wise. They will not
listen to ne."

But | will listen, Stipock cried out in his confusion

"You least of all," said the Voice. "God is silent and so nen believe that he is dead, but it is
not true. The Undying Voice no | onger speaks, but only because the Unsl eeping Sword i s unsheat hed.
If men had repented | would have spared them but they chose to eat the fruit of the tree of life,
not knowi ng that every taste of that fruit brings death so nmuch closer. The end is near. The end
is soon. But nothing you can do will hasten or postpone the end by one hour or one day."

Stipock felt the words as bl ows, and the pain of the Voice's fury made hi m weep, for mankind
that had | ost all hope of nercy, for hinmself who had | ost all hope of neaning.

"Then why should | go on living?" he asked.
"Because your death," said the Voice, "would acconplish even less than your life."

And because Stipock was unable to accept utter despair, he shouted defiantly, "Wo are you to
j udge what's neani ngful and what isn't? Men refused to listen to you, and now you want to destroy
them A God who can only be worshi pped by the ignorant and the weak has to keep men ignorant and
weak in order to keep ruling them"

There was silence, and Stipock reeled under the inpact of it. I'minsane, he thought. |'ve
becone as nmad as Anblick was, crying out prophecies at the point of his death in a vain hunt for
some purpose in life.

And just as he had persuaded hinmself that the voice was a hallucination, it cane again. This
time it spoke, not with the fury of Anblick shouting prophecies, but with his nother's voice, a
gentl e voi ce when he mas snal |

"Garol," said the Voice that loved him "Garol, | only point the way for nen to be happy. Is it
my fault that whenever they gain nore |ight and knowl edge they use it to destroy thensel ves?"

"No," he answered.

"Grol, my son, my child, ny little boy, trust nme. It is in ny hands. Trust ne. Trust ne." And
Garol clinmbed into bed, and with trust ne ringing in his head, he slept.

He awoke in the norning and renenbered the experience of the night before, and | aughed at
hinself for a fool. The Church of the Undying Voice programwas still on the conputer. He erased
it, with a twinge of grief for his parents, who had reverted to religion and chosen certain death
in the col onies.

Yet he coul d understand how it had happened. Even last night, as he had halluci nated t he Voi ce,

he had known it was all in his head. But hallucinations can be very convincing-- nore convincing
than reality. No wonder his parents were fooled. The religion of chil dhood never really lets go.
Garol Stipock, for all his wi sdom and understandi ng and sci ence and sel f-possession, was still the

little boy who had heard too nmany sernons and believed too nany lies.

He dismissed the events of that night. But they still had their effect on him Because he no
| onger cared nuch about the planned revol ution; he was bored at the thought of going to the
poi ntl ess, endl ess neeting of the conspirators. He stayed away fromthem He concentrated again on
physics. And even if he did not feel he was really acconplishing nuch, he was at |east enjoying
hi msel f.

Mot her's Little Boys found hi mworking out a problemon his conputer when they broke in to
arrest him
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"Arrest nme? What for?" he asked.
"What for?" the | eader of the Little Boys asked. "Treason, of course?

Stipock | ooked puzzled. "But, gentlenen, | changed ny mnd about the revolution. |I'mno |onger
i nvol ved. "

The Little Boys | ooked at each other, bew | dered. Then they burst out |aughing. "Changed his
mnd," they said as they took himto prison. "No |longer involved!" It was hilarious.

As they | aughed, Garol knew there was no hope for him He'd be deported at the very least. Wy
hadn't he quit the conspiracy sooner? Wiy had he believed so long that it would do any good?

"Why, CGod, didn't you tell me sooner?" he asked ironically. But today he wasn't tired, so the
only answer he got from God was a | ow chuckle in his nmind. Garol didn't get the joke, but he
| aughed right along. Watever the punch Iine was, when he finally understood it, he knewit would
be good. No one could tell a joke like Cod.

THE STARS THAT BLI NK

If the goodman of die house had known in what watch the thief would cone, he woul d have wat ched,
and woul d not have suffered his house to be broken up.

Therefore be ye also ready: for in such an hour as ye think not the Son of nan coneth.
-- Matthew 24:43-44

The Governor owned a tel escope, and knew how to use it. It was far from being the nost powerful
tel escope in the colony, but the others were photographic, and the Governor's was the only scope
on Answer that one could | ook through with the naked eye.

And he | ooked. Other men might relax with |iquor and conversation, or in rough games, or with
books, or with sex, but the Governor's diversion was | ooking at the stars.

Answer was only three hundred years old, as a human colony. But it was a good world, and already
the original 334 inhabitants had grown to nore than five mllion. Famlies averaged six children
There were no natural predators, and di sease was rare and never killed. Here where somec never

reached, of course, lives were still short-- fewlived nore than a hundred years. But the
Governor, who was only forty, could still remenber when there hadn't been a building over two
stories tall in the world

Now he stood on the top of the government building, watching the sky. He lived, with his wife
and the four children who remai ned at hone, in a suite at the top of the building. It was
| uxurious by the standards of Answer-- a separate room for each of them and the cooking and
eating were not done in the same place. Luxury. Opul ence. But not exorbitant-- dozens of rich
famlies on Answer lived better than he.

I ndeed, he was Governor not so nmuch because he was the npbst outstanding nan on Answer, but
because he was willing to take the job. And he was willing to take it because it did not take al
his day or all his mnd. It Ieft himhours and thoughts of peace, and paid hima good living, and
gave himand his fam |y respect, and besides, he was quite a good governor and he knew it. He was
respected, and his judgnents and deci sions were honored and obeyed wi thout trouble. They hadn't
had to call a legislature since he had been el ected.

After the day, however, of duty, he cane up here.
"Way do you watch the stars so nuch?" one of his assistants had asked hi m one day.

"Because," he answered, "they never fall asleep when | talk to them"™

But it was a good question, and he wondered at the answer.
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He knew that around many of them (and he coul d name whi ch ones, and point themout, and say how
far away they were) orbited the planets of the Enpire. Billions and billions of people-- it was
difficult for himto conprehend. He knew that if he could count all the stars he could see through
his tel escope in one year, it would not equal the nunber of people in the Enpire. And yet when he

t hought of people, he could only think of Answer, where whole continents were still uninhabited,

where no city had nore than thirty thousand people, where farns were still being carved in virgin
| and and mnes were still discovering untouched netal. The Enpire may be |l arge and old, but here
manki nd was new, was small, was still hunbled by the vastness of a planet, even though nen had

conquered the far greater distances between stars.

And as he watched the sky, the Governor imagi ned he could see the starships |ike threads
spanni ng the reaches between suns. They nade a web, and in it he was caught.

We dance on the web of starships, he said to hinmself (or to the stars), and think they nmake us
free. But it's the absence of starships that frees us.

Once, once the ships liberated us, and we | eft overcrowded Earth to discover that far nore
beautiful and productive and honeli ke planets were available just for the taking. Odd, that
Eart hbred nman shoul d di scover so many places that were nore like Earth than Earth was. But had
there ever been such grace as the nountains of Answer? The clear water that sang or shouted or
roared its song through nountains and across plains and in shattering waves agai nst the shore? Had
there ever been stone like this? he thought, touching the rough, shining stones of the governnent
bui | di ng.

The starships brought us here, but nowlet the web be cut. Let us stand alone on our world, and
find our owmn way around the sun, and if tine should conme when we want to go visiting, then |let us
rebuild the links. Until then, why can't the stars be nysterious, their novenents niracul ous,
their light a gift of the gods? Wiy can't this tel escope be a discoverer?

Those with somec lived | ong enough to see the stars nove. Yet none of them the Governor was
sure, none of them ever |ooked. Soneday soon a ship will cone to Answer, he realized, will cone
with an inspection teamfromthe departnent of colonization and- declare us ready to enter the
Empire on equal status, and suddenly sonec will cone, and | will be put on a high level, and those
just under ne a lower level, and so on until the majority of the people get no sonec at all. Then
the governorship will not go to the only man willing and able-- it will go to the greediest and
nost anbitious, the ones who crave immortality of the easy kind and aren't willing to live forever
by making an indelible mark in the hearts of nmen. The peace of Answer will be gone. Instead there
will be jeal ousy and hatred.

But then, the Governor thought, then | will be able to see the stars nove. | will be able to
live for centuries and know that the constellations are not where they were, that this star and
that one are drifting together

And if | live long enough, shall | see the stars, one by one, flare up, dazzle for a nonent in
the sky, and blink out?

He watched the sky, and a |ight appeared. It noved perceptibly. It noved irregularly. It was a
starship. It set up orbit around Answer.

The Governor went downstairs to the offices where the all-night skywatchers worked. They | ooked
up at himas he canme in. "Good you're awake, Sir. Starship. REnS-455-t, and they request
permission to land a party to neet with you."

"OF course."

The crew of the starship did not |look like an inspection team They were worried, obviously, as
t hey approached the Governor

"I's somet hing wong?" the Governor asked.

"You're a colony, right?" the captain asked in return.
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"Probably not, after the next inspection. | assume you're not inspectors?"

The captain shook his head. "W have a warship. Loaded with weapons. | warn you, there's stil
crew up there, if sonething happens to us. W're prepared to blast this planet out of the sky."

The Governor's eyes wi dened in nmock surprise. "And you're fromthe Enpire, making threats to a
| oyal col ony?"

The captain | ooked ashaned. "You wouldn't blane nme, if you' d seen what we've seen."”
"What have you seen?"

"Capitol," said the captain. "It's dead."

"Of what ?"

"Term nal humanity, | suppose. It was a revolution. That bastard usurper, Abner Doon--"
"Usur per ?"

"You' ve been away fromthe news for a long time. He began nmessing with sonec. And the nonusers
got angry and there was a revolution and they killed all the sleepers.”

"ALLL"Y

"And they' ve been seizing starships wherever they |anded, all over the Enpire. The Rebels, too.
Killing the crews and smashing the sonec. It's nad. Do you realize what it's doing? There aren't
any starshi ps goi ng, between planets anynore! And Capitol-- Capitol slit its own throat. The

revol ution started there, and now they have no food, and there are only a few survivors, and they
can't last long. Cannibalism The planet's dead. A place of savages trying to survive in nmetal."

"And you?"

"Where could we land? W tried stopping at Garden, but even they've gone crazy. Tried to shoot
us down. We went as far as we could, trying to find a colony that didn't have sonec yet, where
they woul dn't be part of the revolution.”

The Governor smled. "W're not part of any revolution."”
The captain rel axed then. "Thank God. W've cone so far."
"You're wel cone to come down."

"W won't have to live on charity, you know," said the captain. "W have sone things you could
use. W have enough somec to supply the top people of your world for ages. And our conputer knows
the formula. And we have a braintaper. And nore than two hundred tapes. You can go full status
right now, with our equipnent. All we ask is to be able to stay on sonmec ourselves."

"Why woul d you want to do that?" the Governor asked.

The captain | aughed. "Such a sense of hunor."

The Governor thought for a noment. "Let nme go up to your ship. Let ne see this equipnent.”

The captain | ooked perturbed. "OF course we have it. How could we have gotten here wi thout it?"
The Governor only smiled. "I didn't doubt that you had it. | only wanted to see it."

They led himto their landing craft and took off. The accel eration was surprisingly powerful.
The Governor had never traveled so fast in his life.

And then they did the sl ow dance of docking, and the CGovernor experienced wei ghtl essness, and
the stars shone wi thout tw nkling through the w ndow of the crah

This is what it feels like, he thought, to be in space. No wonder men have clung so long to it.
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And he wanted to go with themto another star

And soon | will have imuortality within reach. | will see the stars nove. And he wanted to have
his brain taped and go on sonmec i medi ately and watch until the stars blinked out.

But then, as the docking slowy noved to conpletion, he knew that he would not accept the sonec.
Knew, in fact, that he would continue the revolution. Not with hatred. Not with bl ood. But because
there were trees on Answer that had never been touched, nountains that had never been seen. Wo
needs imortality, when every day is still full to overflow ng? The |ong sl eeps of sonec are only
useful to those who are bored, who hope that by skipping over tinme they will live | ong enough to
see somet hi ng new.

Do | need to see sonmething new? Only the end of the stars. And somec will never let ne live so
long as that. Because if we let it come to Answer, there would soon be hatred, and before long a
revol ution, and | would be one of the sleepers who was kill ed.

They | ed hi maboard the huge starship, and he wal ked anong t he weapons, and they took himto the
room where the braintaper was. "If anything went wong to the braintaper, what woul d happen?" the
Gover nor asked dubi ously.

"Well," the captain said with a laugh, "nobody'd want to take somec. |If you take somec without a
brai ntape to be played back into your head, you might as well be dead. Al your nenories gone."

"I just had to be sure," the Governor said with a smle, and then he pressed the button on the
hat chet in his pocket and the nachine bl ew up.

The crew was furious, but the captain seenmed unsurprised.

"You can kill me if you like," the Governor said. "But it won't repair your nachine."

"We' || blast your planet!" cried one of the crew.

The Governor shrugged. "You can if you like. But where would you go then?" And the crew thought
about it, and reahzed that they would never fly the starship again.

"W wel conme you," the Governor said, "as | told you before. You can cone and live with us. Al
you have to do is send this starship away."

"This is a pretty expensive piece of--" began one of the crew

The captain interrupted. "Wy did you do that?" he asked the Governor. "Got sonething against
imortality?"

"What inmorality? Somec doesn't make your life any longer. Just nore useless. And it nakes ot her
peopl e hate you."

"I't makes starships possible,” the captain said, and his voice Was gri eved.
"But where would you go? Wiere would we go? You saw our world. It's beautiful, isn't it?"

"It is!"™ the captain said. "I guess you have us cold! W'd be fools to refuse. W' re joining
your colony, | guess."

"We'll die!" one of the crew whined. "Wthout sonec, we'll live to be a hundred and die!"

The captain. |ooked at himcontenptuously. "You'll live as many days as you woul d have
otherwi se. Now get whatever you want to take with you. You have ten ninutes."

"No weapons, please," the Governor said. "W try to avoid them"™

"Except your hatchet," nurnured one of the crew

"I'"'mthe Governor," he said.

Ten mnutes later the landing craft was | oaded. The nen had pitifully small bundl es-- what was
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there to accunul ate aboard a starshi p? And the captain piloted them down to Answer.

Once on the ground they | ooked up, and saw the starship erupt in a burst of flane and begin its
journey. "Were is it going?" asked the Governor

The captain raised his eyebrows. "I sent it into the sun, of course. W plan to be here a | ong
time. Alittle extra mass will keep the sun burning that nmuch | onger."

"The starship will add | ess than a second."

"Every little bit helps."” And the captain | aughed.

The Governor didn't. He took himby the armand led himto the roof of the governnent buil ding,
where the tel escope still waited. Not to show hinmthe scope. Just to ask hima question.

"Captain, there were two braintapers on that ship, weren't there?"
The captain shrugged.

"There have to have been two. One for the crew, when you awoke them And one for you al one. The
one that wakens you automatically."”

The captain nodded. "Yes, that's right. There were two."
"So you could have flown on."
"Yes."

Wiy? the CGovernor did not ask.

"This looked like a nice place," the captain answered anyway.

* k *

The Governor went to sleep at dawn, when the starship people were put to bed in two inns that
had vacancies. He was tired, and not at all sure that he had done the right thing. Wat would the
peopl e of Answer say, when they |earned what he had done? Whuld there be a legislature then, and a
new governor? Quite possibly. O, perhaps, recognizing that what was done was done, they would
forgive himfor having deprived themof sonec, and let himstay in office.

The webs between the stars are gone, he thought, and both nourned and rejoi ced.

During his sleep he dreaned. He dreanmed that he was standing with one foot on Answer and the
other foot on the sun, and he could reach out and gather stars. He reached out, but every star he
went to touch popped into a tiny nova in his hand, and di sappeared. Soon all the stars were
blinking out, and at last the only light in the universe was fromthe sun, which burned brightly
under his feet.

And t hen he awoke, and he was content. He would not |live forever, but he had, in fact, seen the

stars blink out. Not in person, but the only way man was ever neant to see such things-- in his
dr eans.
He was content, but he took up gardening to fill his spare tine, relaxing by |ooking down into

the earth: Only the spiders used his tel escope anynore, and then only as a prop where they could
weave their webs.
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